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Chapter One
 
There were times when Shana Kenny wished her parents lived closer to the centre of Howley. The top end of Bradford Hill might be one of the town’s classier areas, but it was a steep climb, especially at half past two in the morning and coming on the back of a Sunday night’s drinking at Benny’s.
When she gave the matter wider thought, she wished her parents lived somewhere other than Howley. A small town on the edge of the moors, north-west of Leeds, north of Bradford, it was all right as such places went, but it lacked the glamour and glitz of the big cities. Once the pubs shut, there was only really Benny’s. True, there was a casino down by the river’s edge and further out of town, but she wasn’t into gambling. Dancing, drinking, fun; they were her idea of excitement. And anyway, it was well known that Ibbie’s, the name of the casino, was a favourite haunt of the prossies, and if she and her mates went there, most of the men in the place would assume they had a price tag.
She paused, and perched on the low garden wall of a house on the corner of Bradford Hill Close, one of the little cul-de-sacs which ran off the main road. She wasn’t drunk, but she’d had enough lagers, topped off with a few vodka kicks, to leave her breathless, and she still had half a mile to go.
Why hadn’t she left herself with enough for a taxi? It was all right for the likes of Noleen. She lived with her parents, too, but they rented a flat on the Cardinal Estate, which was in the bottom of the valley. Even when she was half cut, Noleen could be home in twenty minutes. She wasn’t faced with climbing this bloody great hill.
Thoughts of her best friend reminded her of why she didn’t have enough for a taxi. Between them, they’d spent all their money on drink.
Aside from the exhausting walk home, Shana wasn’t bothered about the lack of funds. She had her weekly bus ticket which would take her to college every day during the coming week, and she could always sweet-talk her dad into lending her a few pounds. The thought brought a smile to her lips. Lending, giving, it cost him the same, and he never asked for it back.
Across the main road was an open area known as Back Field. It wasn’t actually a field, just a large expanse of open ground where rough, moorland grasses grew wild. The children who lived in this area played there, and teenagers went there during the evening and night, for illicit sex. She had her first time in that grass; laid on her back, her underwear cast to one side, and Donny Lister giving her what for. She didn’t enjoy it. She was too sore, and Donny, who was a few years older than her, had drunk too much cider. He took a long time to get off. She’d been with better men since, and although Donny often pestered her for a repeat, she always refused.
Beyond Back Field, the lights of North Leeds, almost twenty miles away, glowed above the hillsides, and in the inky blackness of the winter sky, only the brighter stars could be seen. But not that many. Turbulent cloud, driven by biting winds swept quickly across the sky blocking most of them out.
Still for January it had not been too bad. This time of year usually brought the threat of snow and ice, but there had been none so far. It was cold and miserable, sure, but she could cope with rain, and her thick, quilted jacket kept most of the cold at bay.
Shana was a summer person. She loved the light nights, the long days, passing her time dancing, drinking, getting it on with whoever might be available in Benny’s. Summer gave her the chance to wear shorts and skimpy tops, laze around on the college lawns during her lunch break. 
College. She was due there in less than seven hours, and she had another ten minutes of climbing this hill before she was home. And no way would her dad let her take a day off. That was the trouble when you were the daughter of a self-employed man. He couldn’t take a day off if he wanted, and if he couldn’t, neither could she.
She detached herself from the garden wall, and turned to walk up the hill.
She never saw him, never heard him. The first she was aware of anything was a torrent of pain and a thud when the broad blade sank into the middle of her back. She cried out as she dropped to the pavement, one hand stretched out to break her fall, the other automatically reaching behind and up her back to the source of her agony.
Then came the soft pad of his feet hurrying to her, the pressure of his knee in her back, the rough feel of a woollen balaclava on her cheek and his hot breath in her ear.
“Be cool, babe, this’ll only take a few seconds.”
Her confused, tortured mind flooded with horror. He was going to rape her.
He yanked the knife from her back. It hurt almost as much as its initial strike, but Shana was already too weak, too delirious to scream. She could only gurgle a protest. Blood was already dripping from her mouth. 
And then the blade came round her neck. He yanked her head back and Shana experienced the unbearable torment of the sharpened blade slicing open her throat…
And then there was nothing.
***
He picked her up, threw her over his shoulder, and with a check both ways to ensure there was no traffic and – more importantly – no witnesses, crossed the road into Back Field.
She was light, easy to carry, even across ten yards of rough ground. It was the way of these modern girls; so heavy that they couldn’t be moved, or so light that they were practically anorexic.
He dropped her body into the deeper grasses and stood back a moment, admiring his handiwork. She was easy. Most of them would be, but at this hour it was almost too simple. She was tanked up, full of drink, barely aware of who she was, never mind where she was going. The others would be riskier.
He looked down at the lifeless body. Below the hem of her chunky jacket, the thin, lemon dress had ridden up, bearing her slender legs and thighs, and her plain, white knickers. She’d wet herself. He knew that for a fact. He could smell the ammonia when she sagged over his shoulder. Her bowels had moved, too. Even through the balaclava mask, the stench still filled his nostrils.
His all-black clothing was spotted with her blood, and like her knickers, it stank of her involuntary evacuation. It was not a problem. He had another complete outfit at home, and this lot could go in the washing machine.
He made his way back to the corner of Bradford Hill Close, and along the narrow street, where he climbed into his Renault Clio, inserted the key in the ignition, and with a wolfish grin of greedy satisfaction, removed his balaclava.
One down, four to go.
 



Chapter Two
 
Sam lay on the bed, her back to the door, facing the wall adjacent to the room’s only window. The curtains were closed but penetrated by shallow, winter daylight, a dull, grey caricature of those glorious summer dawns she loved so much.
You’ll pay for this, you bitch.
The roar of his threat echoed around her head, the way it had echoed around the courtroom, the way it had haunted her for the last four months. Well, he was right. She was paying for it. She began paying the moment she first reported him. ‘Traitor’, ‘back-stabber’, ‘turncoat’ even ‘quisling’. That final, pretentious accusation came from one of the older hands, one who should have known better.
Her rank did not seem to matter. One of the junior officers, some kid barely out of the academy, actually confronted her. “You didn’t have to grass them up. They were only making a bit of pocket money.”
In an effort to stem the obsessive memories whirling around her head, she glanced at her bedside clock. Just turned eight o’clock. They would be here soon, announcing breakfast, opening the curtains, urging her to move. She didn’t want to move. She never wanted to move.
Pocket money? That was how the kid saw it. And he wasn’t alone. A good number of the station’s crew, CID and uniformed, were of the same opinion. 
Sam knew different. After the internal investigation into her possible involvement, Professional Standards, working alongside the fraud squad, told her just how much those eight, crooked officers had been making, and it was light years ahead of pocket money. Rumour had it that there was about two million unaccounted for.
And that was only a guesstimate.
There was a double knock on the door. It opened, and one of the carers came in. “Morning, Samantha.” She delivered the cheerful greeting as she bustled her way around the bed, and threw back the curtains. “Another miserable day. Drop of snow in the air, I think. Breakfast in ten minutes. Time you were making a move.”
The same routine every morning. It grated on Sam’s nerves. She yearned to tell the woman to go to hell, but she couldn’t. Breakfast was only served until half past nine. If she missed it, she would get nothing to eat until lunchtime. She had to either leave the comfort of her bed or go hungry.
Pocket money? At least five people had died, all of them at the hands of Donald Vaughan.
Protection, drugs, people, and weapons trafficking. No serious police officer would take the risk of involvement in such criminal sidelines for the sake of ‘pocket money’.
Naturally, she kicked back at that mouthy DC. “I am a detective inspector, and I expect you to treat me with some respect.”
It made no difference. He, along with all those lined up against her, remained unapologetic, and the situation reached a point where Iris Mullins, the Deputy Chief Constable, ordered her posted to another station. Things were little better there, but Sam had no choice other than to hold herself together. She could fall apart later, but for the time being, her evidence would be crucial in convicting Don Vaughan and his seven cohorts.
The carer left the room, and Sam dragged herself wearily from the mattress and shuffled to the bathroom. She decided she could not be bothered with a shower, and settled for a wash in the basin.
The face in the mirror was almost unrecognisable. The sparkling, china blue eyes were empty, devoid of life, the tangled head of straw hair, urgently needed the attention of a hairdresser, the perfect, smiling lips, were turned down, not so much in a grimace, but more resignation, a reluctant acceptance that this was what she had come to. Complete collapse after the trial, total physical and mental exhaustion, and put out to grass in this quiet backwater north of Leeds.
She was just another casualty of the fallout, every bit as much a victim as the dead men and women, the illegal immigrants selling themselves on the streets or trapped in sweatshops working for pennies, the heroin addicts unable to live without the next fix.
“We’ll make sure you’re all right, Sam.”
The words of Iris Mullins after her collapse. Sam offered her resignation, but the DCC would not accept it.
“We have a duty to look after your health and safety. We can’t attend to your physical and psychological needs if you’re no longer part of the service.”
Sam did not want the smothering, mothering cosseting, the platitudes of the doctors, nurses and carers. She refused medication, and when one idiot tried to force pills down her throat, she spat them back in his face. When they took sterner action to force drugs into her, she deliberately made herself sick, vomiting them back up before the chemicals could get into her bloodstream.
“Get away from me. Leave me alone,” she screamed at them.
Leaving the bathroom, she dressed slowly, mechanically; a pair of jogging pants, a loose-fitting sweatshirt and trainers.
She stood for a moment at the window, looking out on the grounds. The lawns and flowerbeds were clad in their winter shroud, the grass faded, trees barren, and where the spring and summer would bring a riot of colour, there was only dirty, unkempt earth. There were few birds perched in the trees; pigeons, blackbirds and the occasional magpie, all hanging around in anticipation of the maintenance crew or patients throwing out scraps of food.
The prosecution counsel had been at pains to point out that she was not obliged to give evidence, but she had insisted. During her fifteen-year career, she might have played with the rules now and again, but she never broke them, and she had always made plain her disapproval of crooked cops.
The defence – all eight defendants had separate counsel – gave her a rough ride. Don Vaughan repeated his accusation that she was the ringleader, and he was just one of the hitmen. It was the same allegation he’d made during interrogation, the same accusation that prompted an investigation into her.
She stood up to the harassment, the often veiled, frequently open slights on her character. She remained calm in the witness box, collected, in complete control of herself, and the media, crowding the courtroom in huge numbers, loved her. They lauded her as the glamour girl of British policing, the paradigm which every serving officer in the country should strive to emulate.
They knew nothing of the turmoil, the internal agony, the mental anguish it had cost her, but when she asked herself would she do it again, the answer was an unequivocal ‘yes’.
And the hierarchy were determined to capitalise upon her sudden spotlight status. They tempted her. Immediate promotion to Chief Inspector, the promise of a vacancy elsewhere, somewhere where she would lead CID, groom and nurture younger detectives in her virtuous image, that of an honest, hard-working police officer.
And then came the gold nugget, the cherry on the icing. Landshaven, Yorkshire’s Premier coastal resort, would soon have such a vacancy. It was hers. All she had to do was say, ‘yes’. 
They knew too much about her. They knew of her lifelong love affair with Landshaven, knew that for her, it would be the dream posting. 
And yet, notwithstanding the pressure coming from Iris Mullins’ office, notwithstanding visits from the woman herself, she refused to commit.
Memories of the trial rang round her head; an avalanche of images, a cacophony of voices, accusations, counter-accusations, more than one juror complaining of intimidation, and then the judge’s vitriolic summing up, in which he condemned the activities of all eight defendants.
He meted out sentences ranging from eight to fifteen years, but reserved his most virulent opprobrium for Don Vaughan, describing him as an axis of evil around which the other officers captivated by his almost magnetic personality, turned.
And Sam knew about that persuasiveness. She had been seduced by it too.
But no longer.
He was charged with and found guilty of the same offences as his co-conspirators, and in addition, he was also convicted on five charges of murder, and given a mandatory life sentence with a minimum tariff of twenty-five years.
He reserved his fury for Sam, pausing as he was led from the dock to begin his sentence, he turned to glower at her. “You’ll pay for this, you bitch. I’ll kill you.”
She remained unrepentant. To Samantha Vaughan, it made no difference that the ringleader, the man accused of leading a five-year double life as a senior detective on the one hand, and criminal architect of the worst kind on the other, was her husband of eight years.
 



Chapter Three
 
Wesley Drake considered himself to be a free-thinking, freewheeling individual, but even so, there were those rigid routines about his life which never varied.
Whether at his isolated home, overlooking the southern boundary of the Yorkshire Dales on the outskirts of North Howley, or crashing at his father’s London apartment, or in a hotel anywhere in the world, he rose early, showered, shaved, and dressed appropriately for the day before taking breakfast. And if that meal varied according to his location and/or fancy, he still scanned the morning newspapers while he ate, and over a second cup of coffee, he would check his emails.
His partner, Sergeant Rebecca Teale of Howley police, was exactly the opposite. She was as lacking in such regimentation as she was disciplined in her work. When on early shift, she would be up an hour before she was due to sign on, but when, as now, she was not due on duty until two in the afternoon, she could get up anywhere between eight in the morning, when he was preparing to face the day ahead, and noon.
It was no more than a coincidence, therefore, when she stepped into the front room, as he was frowning over an email.
She nuzzled his cheek, the musky scent of a night’s sleep filling his nostrils and rousing his senses. Peering over his shoulder, she read the email, and asked, “Spam?”
The sensual huskiness of her voice reminded him of their joint indulgence eight hours previously, and for one moment, he was tempted to roll her to the carpet, throw off the neatly pressed trousers of his business suit, and take her on another journey into libidinous hedonism.
He resisted, and ran his eyes over the email once again.
 
On hard brill fod
Shake nanny with an
Arch tone pea
The Anagramist

 
Normally, he would agree with Becky, but there were elements of the message which persuaded him otherwise.
He realised that many seconds had passed since her query. “I don’t think it is spam. For a start off, the subject line reads, FAO Wesley Drake. There are no links in it, and spam or phishing attempts are usually littered with links. Finally, it’s nonsense, but his handle leads me to conclude that the nonsense is built of anagrams.”
Becky yawned. She was obviously feeling the effects of their late-night exercise. “Oh well. Whatever it means, it looks like a nuisance communication. If I were you, I’d print it out, and save a copy in case you get more, and if you do, take them to the station. Malicious communication. It’s an offence, Wes.”
He did not entirely disagree, but could not help feeling that it contained a message which would pique his interest, even though he did not know what form that might take.
A tutor at Howley College, head of his department, he was also a counsellor to staff and students alike. He taught business management, specialised in motivation, especially self-motivation, and at one time in the not too distant past, he had been something of a celebrity with a fifteen-minute slot on a daytime TV magazine show. When he tired of it, he took the offer of a post at the college instead, and settled for an ordinary life, or as ordinary as could be achieved with a police sergeant for a partner.
He suffered a low threshold of boredom, and his preferred way of tackling it was compiling word puzzles, especially cryptic crosswords. They ranged from the comparatively simple to the fiendishly difficult, and had been published across a range of newspapers and magazines. Such work, a distraction for his fine mind, also granted him an ability to dissect to reconstruct anagrams, but in most cases he preferred them to give some hint of their solution. Side rota in orbit, was a simple but perfect example. ‘Side rota’ yielded the word ‘asteroid’ and, the word ‘orbit’ hinted at a planetary body.
In the case of the mysterious Anagramist’s email nothing made sense, and there was no hint to the potential solutions.
It was intriguing, nevertheless, and he took some of Becky’s advice. He had no intentions of going to the police with it, but he printed out the email in full, including the header and delivery information, and rather than leaving it to one side in anticipation of similar messages arriving, he dropped it in his briefcase. If nothing else, it would provide him with something to tax his mind during his lunch hour.
At half past eight, he slipped into his jacket, and carrying his briefcase in one hand, car keys in the other, gave Becky a final kiss on the cheek. She promised to see him at half past ten that evening when she got home from her day’s work, and he stepped out of the house, pressed the remote for his Audi A6 to unlock the doors and disable the alarms, and climbed into the car.
The cold bit into his skin, even beneath his shirt. January had been mild by comparison with other years, but even so, leaving the temperature controlled environment of his isolated home came as a shock to his system. Fortunately, his car had an excellent heating system and before he reached the bottom of Moor Heights Lane, three quarters of a mile away, he would be comfortably warm.
The worst part of any day, whether in the icy cold of mid-January or the oppressive heat of July, was the drive from his home on the northern edge of the town, to the college, which sat on Keighley Road, South Howley. To get there, he had no choice but to cut through the town centre, and at this hour it was invariably heaving with traffic.
Aged thirty-seven, he would be the first to admit that he had led a charmed life. His grandfather had founded the family firm of solicitors, and his father was the current senior partner, with his eldest son, Robert, second-in-command, and his daughter, Hannah, coming a close third. The family expected Wesley to follow suit, but the youngest son, had his own ideas. His education at the exclusive Nostell School for Boys was (as far as he was concerned) a complete waste of this father’s money. His A-level results were no better than average, and reading Law was never an option.
Instead, he spent three years at Manchester University studying Business Administration and Management, and by the time he qualified, he was ready to take matters to the next stage. He borrowed money from his father, and set himself up as a consultant. He was lauded as an overnight success, but the reality behind that success was four or five years of hard graft all over Great Britain, Europe and further afield. By his mid-to late twenties, he was earning a staggering amount of money from his commissions, when television came along. Unlike his full-time occupation, his work on TV dealt with ordinary men and women, whom he counselled in the delicate art of self-motivation. Once again, he was a success, and by the time he grew tired of it, he was worth a considerable amount of money and still very much in demand.
He wanted the quieter life of academia, and the post at Howley College was too good to resist. He had a list of private clients, all of them seeking counselling, and the Yorkshire police made infrequent calls on him to counsel officers deemed to be suffering from stress.
All in all, it was a cosy, comfortable life, enhanced (although he would never publicly admit it) by his father’s election to Parliament as the result of a by-election during the Brown Administration. The vote for the old man went against the New Labour trend with which Blair had seduced the electorate, but Edward Drake proved a popular MP, and had been re-elected no less than four times. Although Wes purposely distanced himself from his father’s new-found political career, many of his private clients admitted that they came to him in the knowledge that the old man was an MP. Lionel Quentin, college principal, had also once hinted that the interviewing panel had been persuaded to appoint him because his father was the local parliamentary representative, and he had little doubt that the Chief Constable’s office had been similarly persuaded when they appointed him as a civilian counsellor.
His success had other, unexpected effects. If his father, brother and sister disapproved of his initial choice of career, none of them complained now, and the old man’s occasional quote from one of Wes’s books on motivation stamped the seal of family approval on his work, as well as increasing sales.
But there were downsides, most noticeable in the years when he was a minor ‘celebrity’. He lost count of the number of women, not all of them young and single, who tried to seduce him purely for the opportunity to bask in the reflected glory of his reputation. How many times had he walked out of a bar after some idiot challenged him to a fist fight with the words, ‘see if you can motivate me, prick’? Too many to count. He grew tired of paparazzi following him, documenting his every move, some to praise him, most seeking a chink in the armour which would help destroy him. In the end, when his five-year contract was due for renewal, he refused to sign, and walked away to lead a quieter life.
It was that series of unpleasant experiences which prompted his belief that the mysterious email held some kind of a message, one he might not find palatable. His expertise as a crossword compiler, his skill at dissecting and reconstructing anagrams was – like most aspects of his life – widely known, and it was not beyond the bounds of possibility that the paparazzi were seeking him out again.
Twenty minutes after leaving home, he drove through the college gates, along the broad, tarmac drive, and slotted the car into his reserved parking space, close to the main entrance.
A comparatively new building, it was a bizarre construction of glass and steel, which (according to legend) cost an absolute fortune to heat during the winter, and cool during the summer. A triangular entrance, similar in appearance to the glass pyramid fronting the Louvre, led to a three-storey, rectangular block, and it was only in the administration offices and reception rooms where any kind of privacy could be enjoyed. Drake hated the building. In his disciplines, especially counselling, absolute privacy, rooms closed off from prying ears and eyes were essential.
As he climbed out of the car, collected his briefcase, and locked the vehicle, he noticed several police cars, and idly wondered what was going on. A break-in over the weekend, was his guess. As he made his way towards the entrance, the trim, shapely figure of Detective Inspector Kirsty Pollack stepped out into the fresh air.
A year younger than him, a bubbly blonde possessed of a naughty twinkle in her blue eyes, she was one of Becky’s closest friends, as a result of which, Drake had known her for years. Unlike Becky, who had her reasons for preferring the routine of uniformed policing, Kirsty had elected to move into CID, and she had progressed rapidly through the ranks until she was now the second highest senior officer in Howley CID. She was an experienced detective with a solid insight into criminal psychology and activity, and if Drake had to mark her down for anything, it was that she had insisted on taking the firearms course. Although he appreciated the need for some police officers to be armed, he disapproved of weapons per se, and he had never been able to understand why a senior detective would need a handgun.
“Morning, Wes.” She greeted him with a pleasant smile and nodded backwards at the building. “Madhouse in there.” She glanced at her watch. “Nearly late for work?”
“I will be by the time I’ve done chatting with you. Is that why you’re here? Has Lionel put out a search party for me?”
Her smile disappeared, and in its place came a sad frown. “A bit more serious, I’m afraid. A young girl murdered last night on Bradford Hill Road. She was a student here. I’ve just had a word with Quentin, see what he could tell me about her, and we have bodies talking to student and staff.”
He felt her sadness. “Anyone I know?”
Kirsty shrugged. “I shouldn’t think so. She was a secretarial student. Listen, I’d love to stay and chat, but it’s all hands to the pumps at Mill Street, and Charlie will be up in arms if I don’t get back to him.”
“No problem. Hey, remember. If any of your people are stressed out, you know where I am.”
With a twitch of the head signalling her agreement, Kirsty went on her way, and Drake entered the college.
It was as if he had climbed into the car again, so warm was the interior. He was almost tempted to take off his jacket, but he refrained. As he approached the long reception counter, Lionel Quentin was talking earnestly to one or two of the clerks.
Somewhere in his early fifties, Quentin was a pedant of the first order. Short of stature, portly, he was invariably dressed in a Harris Tweed suit, of which he possessed an extensive range, and beneath it a country-check, patterned shirt, and Paisley tie, all of which gave the impression of a gentleman farmer, or perhaps a veterinarian accustomed to visiting such businesses. He was obsessed with minutiae, never more apparent than at this time of year, with the previous quarter over, and the need to collect and collate various departmental reports.
Drake had no real problems with him, but there had been disagreements in the past, usually sparked by Quentin’s vague suggestions that obfuscation was preferable to negativity. Drake invariably argued that his counselling efforts were almost impossible to quantify, and the students’ progress could only be measured in terms of ongoing assessment, often in the workplace, and not examination success. There was never any need to fudge the reports, and he categorically refused to do so.
It was obvious, however, that Quentin was not talking to the receptionists about annual reports. His rubicund features were grim and his chubby hands floundered in an effort to articulate something serious to the reception crew. After bumping into Kirsty, Drake needed no guesses to work out what.
It was none of his concern. After signing in, he turned to walk past and make his way quickly to his office. He had gone three yards, when Quentin stopped him.
“Ah, Wesley. Could I have a word?”
Drake did an about turn, and came back to the reception counter. “I bumped into Kirsty Pollack. Is it about the murdered girl?”
“Indeed. I was just stressing the need for discretion. At the moment, we know very little, and the police are being quite circumspect. I’d appreciate it if you, along with all the other tutors, naturally, would pass the message on to your students. When this kind of thing happens, it doesn’t take long for rumours to explode on social media. The truth is, Wesley, we know nothing other than the poor young woman’s name and where she was found.”
“No problem, Lionel. For the record, what is her name?”
“Shana Kenny. Secretarial student. Been with us about two years now. I can’t say I… Wesley? Whatever is the matter?”
It was as if someone had opened the box of a jigsaw puzzle, waved a magic wand over it, said, ‘abracadabra’ and the pieces fell from the box onto a table, all slotting perfectly into place to leave the jigsaw complete.
Shana Kenny – shake nanny. Bradford Hill – hard brill fod.
“Wesley?”
Quentin’s repeat of his name, brought Drake out of the stunned realisation of the mystery email’s meaning. He pulled himself together. “I’m sorry, Lionel. I have to go to the police station.”
“But you’ve only just got here. And you said you’d met with Inspector Pollack outside.”
“Yes, but she didn’t tell me who the victim was. I’m sorry. I have information the police may need.”
Quentin was still puzzled. “What kind of information?”
“I can’t say any more, Lionel. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
 



Chapter Four
 
He was so wound up that he failed to notice Kirsty’s car still on the car park when he tore out of the college, his tyres protesting on the drive as he kicked the accelerator.
Howley police station was situated on Mill Street, towards the back of the town centre, close to the banks of the sluggish River Wharfe, an area where old woollen mills had stood since the days of the Industrial Revolution. Those stone-built leviathans were long gone, and in their place were smart, new and smaller industrial units, a couple of modern pubs, and amongst them, the Victorian, blackened brick building of the police station.
Drake was a familiar visitor, and Sergeant Peter Rickson, a regular on the public reception desk, greeted him pleasantly enough.
“Becky’s not on duty for a good few hours yet, Mr D.”
“I know.” Drake smiled. “I live with her, remember. To be honest, Pete, I’ve come about this dead girl. I have some information. I don’t know whether it’ll be any use to CID, but they should know about it. Is Kirsty Pollack available?”
Rickson reached for the telephone. “I haven’t seen her come back. I’ll bell Charlie Adamson. Hang on a minute.”
While the sergeant spoke to CID, Drake looked around the shabby surroundings. The walls were painted a drab, military green, the noticeboard decked with the usual warning signs to be wary of burglars, conmen and so on, a couple of wanted posters, and a notice to the effect that the police no longer dealt with parking tickets. A small, wooden bench stood by the wall close to the exit, and alongside it was a pass door which would lead into the station proper.
“Charlie’s on his way down, Mr D. Why don’t you sit down for a minute?”
Drake grunted, and sat on the bench, clutching his briefcase on his knees, almost as if he was worried that someone might try to steal it.
It was a good deal longer than a minute before Detective Chief Inspector Charles Adamson, the nominal head of Howley CID, appeared.
A square-shouldered man, almost as tall as Drake’s 6’2”, he portrayed himself as a no-nonsense copper, a man who had seen and done it all, one who had no time for political correctness, a man who told it as it was. The fingers of his large hands were stained with nicotine, and his eyes, partly shaded by a pair of Reactolite lenses, were like tiny diamonds, but without the attraction of precious stones. Instead, his gaze was one of permanent irritation, matched by his booming voice.
“Drake. What can we do for you?”
“It’s more what I might be able to do for you, Chief Inspector. Is there somewhere we can talk?”
“It depends how urgent it is. If you haven’t heard—”
Drake, who invariably met Adamson’s antipathy with some of his own, cut him off. “I’ve heard. It’s the reason I’m here. I received an email telling me about this girl. Now, can we talk somewhere in private?”
With a sigh, Adamson turned, punched in the five-digit, alphanumeric code for the pass door, which had automatically closed behind him. He opened it and ushered Drake through.
They were in a narrow, dimly lit corridor. Drake had been here many times, most frequently to counsel distressed officers. At the far end, a flight of steps ran down to the custody cells, known throughout the station as the dungeon. There were interview rooms at frequent intervals along the corridor, and immediately to their right, was the staircase which would lead to the upper two floors. Mill Street did not enjoy the luxury of lifts.
Adamson pushed his way into the first interview room, Drake followed, and they sat on opposite sides of the table.
“All right. I’m listening.”
Drake placed his briefcase on the table, flipped up the lid, and retrieved his printed copy of the morning’s email. “According to the timestamp, this came in at about half past three this morning.”
He pushed it across the table. Adamson picked it up, read through it once, and a frown crossed his forehead. He went through it again, and then threw it back at Drake. “It’s bollocks.”
“Yes, that’s exactly what I thought until Lionel Quentin told me who the girl was, and where she was found dead.” He turned the sheet of paper to face the irritated chief inspector. “Bear in mind that I’m considered good with anagrams.” As he continued to speak, he pointed out the relevant words in the verse. “On hard brill fod – on Bradford Hill, shake nanny with an – Shana Kenny with an… I haven’t yet worked out what arch tone pea means. According to Quentin, you found Shana Kenny dead – murdered on Bradford Hill.”
The vexed eyes narrowed, a signal easily interpreted as little short of hatred. “Are you taking the piss, or what?”
“I’m bringing in a communication which as far as I’m concerned, hints at this girl’s death.”
“And how do I know you didn’t send this to yourself?”
As always Drake found it easier to read the moods of others. He found it difficult to assess the level of his own disbelief. “Why would I?”
“I don’t know. Maybe you’re looking to re-invent your glory days. You certainly solved it pretty quickly, didn’t you?”
Drake sucked in his breath and mentally counted to three. “That’s because I’m an expert, Adamson, and unlike you people, experts don’t grope in the dark. They take in the available information, and interpret it… Whether rightly or wrongly, remains to be seen, but in this case, I insist that I’m right. Someone sent me this email at half past three this morning, and even though I don’t know all the ins and outs of the girl’s death, it’s pretty safe to assume that the individual who sent it is her killer.”
Stung by Drake’s insinuation that he and the CID colleagues were groping in the dark, Adamson retaliated. “And where were you at half past three this morning? Better yet, where were you between quarter to two, when we know she left Benny’s, and four o’clock, by which time, our doc reckons she was dead?”
Drake remained unimpressed. Adamson knew what the answer would be. The chief inspector was simply trying to rile him. “I was at home in bed, with my partner, one of your colleagues, Becky Teale. Remember her?”
“I’ll speak to her later. In the meantime, take that arsewipe and—”
Drake cut him off. “For Christ’s sake, man, have you listened to a word I’ve said? This is nothing to do with me. It’s from her killer, or at least, someone who knows something about her death.”
“And what am I supposed to do with it?”
“I don’t know.” Drake was close to losing his temper. “Track the IP address. You have people who can do that, don’t you?”
Adamson was quiet for a moment, obviously working out which way he should move next. Eventually, he replied, “If this is what you say it is, what makes you think this guy will have used his real email address? Or if he has, he will have given the ISP a false name and address. Now do us all a favour, Drake, and clear off. We’re busy enough without people like you giving us earache.”
Drake collected his sheet of paper, dropped it back in his briefcase and closed the lid. He got to his feet and prepared to leave. “Remind me not to vote for you as detective of the year, Adamson. You know where to find me when you realise I’m right.”
Drake left the police station, anger bubbling away just beneath the surface. The newspapers, social media, television, constantly urged the public to assist the police in any way they could, and he could not recall any time when he had been able to pass on any information which may help an inquiry. Now, the first time he was in such a situation, he had been given short shrift from a man who, in his opinion, wasn’t fit to lead an investigation into bicycle thefts.
By the time he climbed back into his car, he had calmed down, and rationalised Adamson’s reactions as a symptom of the antipathy between them which had developed over the years, conveniently blamed upon Drake’s work with stressed officers. It wasn’t strictly accurate, but there was no doubting Adamson’s narrow view that a policeman’s lot was a policeman’s lot (the chief inspector’s gender bias) and they had no business suffering from stress. They should be able to handle whatever came their way.
Sitting in the car, engine running, heater on full to combat the winter chill, he rang home, and when Becky sleepily answered, he apologised for disturbing her. “I didn’t get you up, did I?”
“Nope. I was napping on the settee. I didn’t go back to bed.” Becky yawned. “Is that all you wanted? Can I go back to sleep now?”
He laughed. “In a minute. And get plenty of rest. You may need your energy for tonight.”
“Two chances, Wes Drake. Slim and none. You had your fun last night.” She chuckled. “So what did you want?”
He quickly told her what had happened at the police station, and her reply was pragmatic.
“I already know about the murder. I caught the story on the local news about an hour ago. I rang the station, and asked if they wanted me in early, but they said no. Right now, it’s a CID job, and they’re only putting PC’s out for fingertip searches and house-to-house on Bradford Hill. They need me manning the late shift.” She yawned again. “I’ll have a word with Charlie when I sign on. Give him a kick up the jacksey.”
“Don’t get yourself into trouble on my account. The day I can’t deal with the likes of Charlie Adamson is the day I draw my pension. I only rang to forewarn you. He did say he’d collar you later.” 
He cut the connection, started the engine, and drove slowly from the police station car park, out into the mid-morning traffic. He was in no rush. There was nothing particularly attractive about a January day’s tedium at Howley College.
There were times when he felt like giving it up. He had enough private clients to ensure a good income, and as if that were not enough, he had plenty of money and investments to cover his back. He had no need to work if he so wished. But the salary was good, and notwithstanding the humdrum days of compiling reports in the run up to the end of term and beyond, the college gave him somewhere to go between nine and five (or nine in the morning and nine thirty in the evening, when he was on compulsory late shift). It gave him a reason to get out of bed, get out of the house, meet and mix with other people, and even without the level of responsibility he had to accept, that in itself, was sufficient to keep him there.
The college car park was still awash with police vehicles and uniformed officers could be seen going here and there inside the glass building. They would be taking general statements from Shana’s friends and tutors, he guessed.
But when he drew into his reserved parking spot, he was surprised to find Kirsty Pollack sitting in her car. He had not noticed her when he left for the police station, and he would probably not have registered her presence now, but as he climbed out of his Audi, she tooted her horn to attract his attention.
He crossed the parking area to her, and she patted the passenger seat of her Vauxhall saloon. He climbed obediently into it and settled back.
She was smoking a cigarette, a habit of which he disapproved, and upon which he had lectured her many times over the years. She took his diatribes against tobacco with good grace, but she never made any effort to stop.
Her determination to go her own way, regardless of what others may think or say, was one of the things he found attractive about her, and many times he had daydreamed what might have developed between them if he was not tied to Becky. An affair was out of the question. During his television years, he’d had a number of ‘flings’ but since he settled down with Becky, he had never taken another woman to dinner, let alone slept with any. But it was fun to speculate, and he always imagined that were Becky not part of the equation, he and Kirsty might be high on the list of life’s potential couplings.
She greeted him with news that was hardly news. “Charlie rang. He was grumbling about you.”
“They told me you hadn’t gone back to the station.”
Kirsty laughed, a throaty cackle that was at once filled with humour and lust for life. “He called me about twenty minutes ago. You must have dawdled along on your way back, as if you had all day.”
Drake gestured up at the college. “If you worked here, so would you. What do you want, Kirsty? Are you going to arrest me for murdering Shana Kenny?”
“Am I hell as like.”
“Adamson all but accused me of killing her.”
She laughed once more. “Charlie’s a good detective, but he’s also a prat. And he doesn’t like you. He never did. That business with Becky before you came on the scene and swept her into your bed.”
Now Drake laughed at the deliberately suggestive imagery in her announcement. “Him and Becky? I still can’t believe it. I’m surprised she didn’t leave him walking on crutches.” He brought the exchange full circle. “Okay. What do you want?”
“The email he says you received. I need you to explain it to me, not him, and I’d like a copy of it.” She must have read the doubt cross his face. She hurried on to reassure him. “When it comes to investigation, Charlie has a closed mind. He believes in the old-fashioned way. Plod, plod, plod. House-to-house, forensics…” Kirsty waved at the building. “… Question friends and family, kick a few arses, knock a few lags about until you get answers. I can’t remember the last time we had a murder like this in Howley, but Charlie’s way will take too long. We need to get this lunatic under lock and key ASAP.”
It was Drake’s turn to reassure her. “I’m not concerned for me, Kirsty, but you. like I just told Becky, I can deal with Charlie Adamson, but I don’t want you getting into trouble going behind his back.”
“Get real, Wes. I’m an inspector, not a beat-plod. I can make my own decisions.” A sly smile crossed her lips. “Besides, if I can get to the scroat before Charlie, it might give my promotion prospects a bit of a boost.”
“All right.” Drake nodded towards the building. “Come on. We need to do this in my office.”
Kirsty cackled again. “Ooh. We’re gonna do it in your office.”
He chuckled. “If you don’t tell Becky, I won’t.”



Chapter Five
 
Drake’s office was situated on the first floor at the rear of the main building. A compact, busy environment, the desk was well-organised, with the few files in need of attention stacked in two trays. Despite the later twentieth century push for the paperless office, the walls were nevertheless lined with shelves, all of them packed with box files, covering the fifteen years since the college first opened.
Confidential information, relating to examination results or counselling records for staff and students, was stored under lock and key in two filing cabinets. There were only three keys to each cabinet; Drake and his senior assistant, Amanda Morris, held one each, and the third was kept in the main security office, and only authorised personnel – Drake, Amanda, the principal, and certain other senior members of staff – were permitted access to them. Even then, each would need a good reason for signing out the keys.
The room’s single window overlooked the rear lawns of the college, but fortunately or unfortunately, depending on the time of year, it faced broadly southwest, which in turn meant that during the summer, the heat of the sun made the interior almost intolerably hot. In addition, the window would not open any further than six inches; a health and safety demand designed to prevent potential suicides. Drake had always been at a loss to understand it. The drop to the ground outside was less than 15 feet, and immediately below his window was soft grass. Anyone contemplating suicide would surely pick a higher location, and one with hard ground at the bottom of the drop.
He drew the single visitor chair alongside his desk, invited Kirsty to take it, and opening his briefcase, passed her the hard copy. While she settled down to read it, he rang the catering department and asked for refreshments to be brought to his office and the cost to be added to his account.
“It’s gobbledygook.”
An echo of Adamson’s assessment and after the trying interval with her boss, Kirsty’s announcement did little to boost his patience. He went into the same explanation as he had with her chief and the difference soon became apparent. Where Adamson had been cynically dismissive, Kirsty listened intently, and made a point of tracking his interpretation as he spelled out the anagrams.
When he was through, she pointed out the obvious. “You haven’t cracked ‘arch tone pea’.”
“I need some frame of reference, and I don’t have one. You have a location, you have the victim’s identity. What else would you need to know… aside from the killer’s name and address, that is?”
“And his name is not gonna be an anagram of arch tone pea, is it?”
They both fell silent as an attendant for the catering department came in with a tray of tea and coffee things, and sandwiches, cakes and biscuits. Drake signed for the food and drink, thanked the young man, who left them to it, and while they helped themselves, he replied to her last observation.
“Unlikely. Why would he sign himself the Anagramist if he’s hiding his name in one of the anagrams? He sent it to me because he knows how good I am with puzzles. If that was his name, I’d have it cracked by this afternoon, and he wouldn’t want that.” He sipped from a cup of tea, and pursed his lips in approval. “Better than the drain cleaner which passes for tea at the police station.” He focused on the immediate discussion. “You have to take the words of the verse in context. ‘Shake nanny with an…’ We’ve already translated shake nanny as Shana Kenny. Take the final two words literally, and there are not many things it can mean. He’s murdered – I’m assuming it was a man—”
Kirsty cut him off. “We’re assuming it, too.”
The admission brought Drake to an abrupt halt. Whatever he was thinking, whatever he was planning to say, it evaporated. “You mean you don’t know?”
“Nope.”
Kirsty slurped from a cup of coffee, and helped herself to a small, iced fancy. As she chewed and swallowed it, Drake wondered idly how she managed to keep her slim figure. Becky had a similar sweet tooth, and she waged a constant battle between satisfying her craving and keeping her weight under control.
“These are so good.” She swallowed the remains of the fancy and revelled a moment in the indulgence. “We don’t know whether it’s a man or a woman. There are indicators, but that’s all.”
“He’s sending me anagrams, and we’re talking in riddles.” Drake sighed and put his cup down. “Do me a favour, Kirsty, tell me everything you know.”
She hesitated for a moment, obviously deciding between agreeing and maintaining the necessary investigative confidentiality. Eventually, she made up her mind. “All right. A lot of what I’m gonna tell you is top drawer hush-hush, so I’d appreciate it if you keep it to yourself. With this kind of crime, we get any number of bananas ringing in to confess, so we hold back certain facts. If they can’t confirm them, or they get them wrong, we know we’re dealing with a time-wasting nutter. But I’ll fill you in on what we know, and bear in mind that it’s early days. A lot could change.”
“I’ve read this script before.”
She cleared her throat, creating a pause allowing her to gather her thoughts.
“Shana’s body was left on an open area off Bradford Hill. It’s a sort of open scrub where the grass grows wild, and the locals know it as Back Field. Kids play there during the day, especially in the summer, and once it’s dark, there are plenty of people who hide in the long grass for a bit of how’s your father. A young kid walking to work at half past five this morning found her. He takes a short cut across Back Field, and down the hill to the petrol station where he works. SOCOs were there by six, the doc got there at half past, and I turned up at seven. She wasn’t robbed, and we found a student card in her bag. By half past seven, we were talking to her parents, and they told us she was at Benny’s last night. Some of our guys knocked Benny’s security bods out of bed, and as we speak, they’re pulling the CCTV for us from last night. But our people did manage to talk to one of her friends, and she said that neither of them had any money when they came out of the place just before two this morning. Shana wouldn’t get her dad up that time of night, so she was walking home. Taking all that into account, we know she was murdered sometime between two and, say, four this morning. The pathologist said closer to two than four, but it’s no better than an educated guess. Here’s the thing, Wes. She wasn’t killed where she was found. She was murdered across the street, outside the houses on the corner of Bradford Hill Close. The killer carried or dragged her across the street and left her in Back Field. She wasn’t wearing much. A coat, thick jacket, obviously, thin dress and underwear. The dress had ridden up and her knickers were on show, but she wasn’t assaulted.”
Drake took in the information and sifted it into different compartments of his mind, most of them as yet without labels. “Not even a grope?”
“Doesn’t look like it, but again, the doc’ll confirm it one way or the other when he does the post mortem.”
His smartphone warbled for attention. He took it from his pocket, checked the menu window and read, Iris Mullins. He swept his finger to the left, and cut the call off.
Kirsty was concerned. “Was it important? I don’t mind if you answer it.”
“No. Only Iris Mullins. I’ll ring her back when we’re through.”
She gaped. “How can anybody say a call from the Deputy Chief Constable isn’t important?”
“It’s easy. You just put the words together and let them go.” Despite the flood of information coming from Kirsty, Drake could see no way of aligning it to the final line of the verse. “Now let’s concentrate on our problem, not hers. How did she die? Strangled? Beaten? Shot?” He could not imagine where the last idea came from, and attributed it to modern television. He did not watch much, but when he did it was to find a litany of gun-toting criminals and cops, many of them supposedly from Great Britain.
Kirsty put him right. “Stabbed in the back. Then he cut her throat, right across, like that.” Kirsty drew a slender finger from left to right across her neck. “The doc’s speculating again, but he thinks it was opening her airway which killed her. She was still alive after he stabbed her in the back. Don’t ask me how they know these things.”
Drake was not fooled. A police officer of Kirsty’s experience was well aware that there were a number of ways in which a pathologist could ascertain the precise cause of death, even before an autopsy. Effusive blood flow was one. Dead bodies did not bleed.
Kirsty was not through talking. “When I saw the body, it was almost enough to put me off my breakfast. Her throat had literally been opened up, and the wound was gaping. Christ knows what kind of blade he used, but we reckon it was almost surgically sharp. Before you get on the wrong track, it wasn’t a scalpel. The doc said it was a broad blade, and probably quite lengthy.”
Drake’s lively imagination painted the picture in his mind. “Like a laser sharpened meat knife?”
“Possibly. Probably. But there was no trace of a serrated edge. It was a smooth blade.” She stared at the sweet items on the refreshment tray. “Like a cake knife, only a hell of a lot sharper.”
“Okay. So it’s plain murder. To get back to the verse, he’s saying he murdered Shana on Bradford Hill with an …” Drake shrugged. “What? Let’s see what I can get from that.”
Drake took the hard copy from her, and studied the final line of the verse in an effort to relate it to a bladed weapon. For the moment, he thought he had ‘rapier’, but there was no ‘i’ in the line, and it would hardly fit with the description Kirsty had just given him. Reaching into the desk drawer, he took out a jotter pad, and wrote out the full line, spacing the letters so that he could get a clear insight into what would be left when he began to strike certain letters out.
Eliminating the word ‘rape’ left him with: A-C-H-T-O-N-E. He showed it to Kirsty, who was able to make no sense of it, and she reminded him that Shana had not been sexually assaulted. The remaining letters, however, prompted him to pick out the word ‘acetone’, a common ingredient in nail polish remover. That left him with four letters, from which the only word he could generate was ‘harp’. Left her with an acetone harp made little sense, and he went back to square one.
Removing the word ‘chart’ left him with almost enough letters to spell the word ‘apnoea’ but he had one ‘e’ too many, and one ‘a’ too few. It did however lead him to the word ‘open’, which, once eliminated, left the letters, A-R-C-H-T-E-A. Simple enough to disseminate as ‘arch tea’, but it still made no sense. He racked his brain. Open? Open what? Legs? He may not have raped her, but her underwear was on show, and it was possible that as well as her dress riding up, she was found with her legs apart. But that did not fit in with the previous line. With an open legs did not agree numerically, and anyway, he could not get the word ‘legs’ from the remaining letters. The same was true of the word ‘vagina’ and of ‘wound’. All possibilities of the state her body had been left in, but none fitted the anagram.
And then he saw it. Trachea.
Shana Kenny with an open trachea.
He wrote it out, and turned the jotter so Kirsty could read it, and as she did so, her eyes widened.
“Jesus.” She stared at the solution, at Drake, and then back to the jotter. “The sick prick.” She gulped down more coffee, and a deep frown creased her clear forehead. “Medical man? I mean, most people would say, I left her with an open throat, or even her throat cut.”
Drake spread his hands briefly in a throwaway gesture. “You’re making assumptions, and you really don’t have enough information. Fine, most people would say ‘I cut her throat’, but the fact that he uses the word trachea means nothing. I reckon if you stop a hundred people in the street and asked them if they understood the word, at least eighty, ninety percent would. And don’t let his method or his weapon fool you. I’ve never tried it, but I’m guessing that slicing open someone’s throat doesn’t take a great deal of surgical skill.”
He turned his chair and gazed through the open windows, allowing the rural setting of the college to calm his agile mind, letting him bring the logic circuits into play.
His opinion was valid, but there were other matters to be considered: it was not simply a case of linguistic gymnastics (as Drake often thought of anagrams) or any speculation on the profession of this killer. He had just told Kirsty that the vast majority of randomly selected people could identify the trachea, but he dealt with any number of students who were hard pressed to spell even the simplest of multi-syllable words.
He did not face Kirsty again, but put his thoughts into words, almost as if he were talking to himself. “He has a good grounding in English. I mean the written language, not just the spoken. He’s put together a series of anagrams. He calls himself the Anagramist. For all we know, he could be a plumber, electrician, even someone who digs holes in the road. No matter what he does for a living, he’s good with words. He knows what he’s doing.” He swung back to focus on her. “I don’t want to tell you how to do your job, but you could do worse than check online for crossword compilers. Better yet, try the print magazines. They accept and pay for freelance submissions. Hell, I submit to some of them. If they’re paying, they need an address, or at the very least a bank account. I also suggested to Adamson that you should get onto the email provider. I’ll forward the original to you. It’ll give you an IP address which you can chase up.”
“Only to find that it’s in Guatemala City.”
Drake chuckled. “Even that would tell you something. Hiding your online identity to that degree takes some knowledge of IT, or contacts on the dark web.”
Kirsty finished her coffee. “Thanks, Wes. At least you’ve given us a start. We’ll have the full SP on the girl by tomorrow.” She made to pick up the hard copy. “Can I take this?”
He shrugged. “For what it’s worth. The only dabs you’ll find on it are mine… and Charlie Adamson’s. Hey, and don’t forget your forensic people. Did he leave many traces of himself?”
“Ask me another.” She got to her feet. “I’d better get weaving, Wes. Thanks. And if you hear any more from this nutter, talk to me, not Charlie.”
“You’ve got it. And, by the same token, if you need any help, Kirsty, don’t hesitate to call.”
 



Chapter Six
 
Drake was surprised to learn that it was after half past ten when Kirsty left. It never ceased to amaze him how these different episodes ate into his time.
He picked up his smartphone and returned Iris Mullins’ call. She picked up the phone quickly; so quickly that Drake guessed she had been anxiously waiting for him to ring.
“I’m sorry about earlier, Iris, but I was in conference. With one of your people, as it happens.”
Whatever Iris was going to say, she forgot it immediately. “Is it last night’s killing in Howley?”
“Yes. Not really anything to do with me, but, I received a message from someone who we presume is the killer.”
This time her voice was edged with concern. “In that case, I don’t know whether I should be nagging you.”
“It’s no problem,” he assured her. “There’s nothing I can do to help, other than keep them informed of any more messages. If you give Inspector Pollack time to get back to the station, then speak to Terry Lumsden, I’m sure he’ll bring you up to date.”
Based in York, Iris had been Deputy Chief Constable for a number of years, and her style of leadership was characterised by her ability to make quick decisions. “I’ll talk to him. In the meantime, I’m on my way to Leeds. I’ll be there in about half an hour. Can you come and see me? ASAP.”
Visions of a panicky Lionel Quentin flooded his mind and brought a fresh smile to Drake’s lips. “It’s obviously urgent?”
“Urgent and highly confidential. I don’t have a problem with people knowing you’re coming to see me, but I’m not prepared to tell you anything over the phone.”
“It’ll take me about an hour to get to you.”
“That’s soon enough. I’ll ensure the reception sergeant knows you’re expected. And if Lionel Quentin wants to argue, refer him to me.”
Ten minutes later, he strode out into the icy wind, and climbed into his car for the journey to central Leeds.
As he anticipated, Quentin baulked at the prospect, but Drake soon put him right.
“It’s police business, Lionel, and I’m sure I don’t need to remind you that the college takes twenty percent of all income from my work with the police. Iris insists that the matter is not only confidential, but urgent, which probably means someone in need of extensive counselling. The college is likely to make more than my day’s salary from it.”
“The end of term report, Wesley.” There was a greater urgency about Quentin’s plea than there had been from Iris Mullins. “We’re in the middle of January, and we still haven’t got it.”
“And mine is the only department behind with the job? Amanda can pick that up, and she can cover my appointments for the day. I have only one class scheduled, and I’m sure you can find someone just to sit in and keep the students occupied.”
The argument would have gone on had Drake not brought it to an end by insisting he was expected in Leeds before noon.
Although it was only a journey of twenty miles, the road – designated a major trunk route on most maps – was not good. Roughly following the twists and turns of the River Wharfe, it wound its way through several small towns and villages, until it finally met the Leeds outer ring road not far from Leeds/Bradford airport. From there it was a battle with heavy, city traffic to cover the four miles to the city centre. Even then, he would have to find somewhere to park, and make his way to police headquarters at the lower end of the Headrow. His estimate of an hour would not be far off the mark. And whatever the difficulties involved in getting there, spending a few hours in the city was infinitely preferable to the rest of the day in college, listening to staff and students fretting over the murder of Shana Kenny.
The drive also allowed him time to think about Iris Mullins. She was one of those contacts he had made on the back of his father’s parliamentary calling. At the time, she had just been promoted to Deputy Chief Constable, and she was eager to bring in private consultants such as himself. Although the fees were costly, they were still more economical than employing such people directly.
In her mid-fifties, with a dark fringe settled above penetrating eyes, she was short of stature, but with a degree of assurance that more than compensated for her five-foot, four-inch frame. She ruled with an iron hand, but beneath the outer veneer was a caring and concerned police officer.
The fourth floor office she had commandeered overlooked the dual carriageway of The Headrow, one of the main thoroughfares circling the city centre, and when Drake was shown in, she greeted him with a warm smile and a friendly handshake.
“It’s good to see you again, Wes. Aside from the killing in Howley, I hope life is treating you well.”
Waving him to a seat by her desk, she fussed over the coffee pot, and eventually joined him, placing a cup in front of him. The customary round of small talk followed, centred on the perennial British favourite, the weather. She commented on how mild it had been recently, he countered with a dour warning that it was scheduled to break within the next few days, which prompted her to tell him of her forthcoming holiday to the Maldives, and he responded with his plans for a week in Cyprus later in the year.
Eventually, with the clock coming up to noon, Iris brought the conversation round to the matter at hand.
“Do you recall the corruption case in Bradford last year?”
Drake sipped on his coffee, pursed his lips and raked his memory. “Eight officers from an out-of-town, medium-sized station, all found guilty. I seem to remember the ringleader was a detective inspector.”
Iris nodded. “DI Donald Vaughan. Top man in CID at the station in question. Joined the force over twenty years ago, solid record, one of the best. He and four other detectives, along with three uniformed officers were found to be raking in huge sums of money. Vaughan was also guilty of five murders: an Asian man and his wife and child died when Vaughan set fire to their house, a Polish immigrant with a track record for drug-dealing was stabbed to death, and a fellow police officer, Detective Sergeant Geoffrey Eggleston, was shot. No physical evidence at any of the crimes, but of course, Vaughan eventually confessed.”
Drake sympathised. “That kind of thing doesn’t do your public image any favours.”
“Precisely. Do you know who exposed the corruption?”
Once again, Drake raked his memory, and some of the details came back to him. He had not been personally involved in any of it, even though some of the station’s innocent officers had been stressed by the revelations. His knowledge of the case was superficial, gleaned from press and television reports.
With a frown which telegraphed his strained memory, he replied, “It was another detective, wasn’t it?”
“Detective Inspector Samantha… Vaughan.”
Iris’s deliberate pause between the woman’s Christian and surname was designed to ram home the point, and it had the necessary effect.
“Vaughan? His… What, sister, wife, mother?”
“His wife. Sam Vaughan is about seven or eight years younger than Don, and as I understand it, theirs was never a match made in heaven. They’d been married for less than ten years, and Don was one of those men who kept his brain in his underpants. Even so, Sam believed him to be scrupulously honest when it came to the law. Then she learned of the corruption amongst the junior officers, and it started an enquiry. Somewhere along the line, Eggleston exposed Don as the ringleader. Eggleston’s reward was a bullet in the brain. Vaughan is now serving life imprisonment – mandatory for murder – with a minimum tariff of twenty-five years.”
Iris fell silent, obviously waiting for some kind of comment. Drake could think of nothing to say, and confined himself to bland observation. “Quite the vicious little so-and-so, Mr Vaughan, wasn’t he?”
“Quite. But he’s not my concern. Samantha is.”
Iris fell quiet again, and gazed through the windows at the lunchtime traffic. Drake waited patiently. It was the kind of impasse he was familiar with, one he used himself on any number of occasions. It allowed time for the emotions to settle and words to form in the mind.
She faced him. “From the moment he was arrested, Don Vaughan insisted that he was following orders from Sam. There was absolutely no evidence to corroborate his claim, but Sam was investigated just the same. Let’s face it, given the seriousness of the allegations we had no choice but to put her through the mill. She came away with a clean bill of health. Before Don came to trial, Sam suffered intolerable levels of abuse from some of her colleagues. She was shunned, verbally abused, spat upon and threatened with physical violence. Their attitude was that Don and his corrupt colleagues were only making a little extra cash, and he went a bit too far. Hell, anyone can make a mistake.”
Iris’s anger began to show through, and she took a moment to calm down. 
“I don’t want you to run away with the idea that this was station-wide. It wasn’t. She did have some support, but the problem was sufficiently acute to prompt the station commander to ask if she would like to reconsider her evidence. He’s currently under suspension, along with the other officers she made complaints against. Naturally, we moved her to another station, but things were not much better there. All credit to her, she stuck to her guns, and rode it out, and come the trial, she gave evidence against Don and the other officers. The IOPC are still looking into the mess.”
Still at a loss for any constructive comment, Drake repeated himself. “As I said, you’re not gonna come out of this smelling of roses.”
“No. We’re not. However, there was something we didn’t see coming. After the trial, after Vaughan and his pals were sentenced, Sam collapsed: physically dropped to the floor as she was making her way from the court.”
Realisation dawned on Drake. “Ah. PTSD. Exhaustion. Physical or mental?”
For the first time in many minutes, Iris smiled. “You keep telling me you’re not medically qualified. You shouldn’t be making a diagnosis.”
He returned the smile. “I’m not. I’m commenting. Did the medics come up with a different opinion?”
“Of course not. She’s currently at a convalescent home north of the city. It’s a closely guarded secret. Necessary, I’m sorry to say. We didn’t get all of Vaughan’s people, and there’s always the danger that he’ll arrange for her to be eliminated as an act of revenge. She’s unresponsive, Wes. Not catatonic or anything like that. I mean, she eats normally, she spends some of her time reading – books more than the newspapers – watches a little television, carries out routine daily functions, such as washing, bathing, dressing, quite normally. But she also spends many hours laid on the bed, staring at the walls. She will not engage with the staff, the other patients, or the doctors. She’s surly, and snappy, and the only time she does talk to them is to insist that her name is no longer Vaughan, but Samantha Feyer; her maiden name.”
This time the silence was an invitation for Drake to respond. He took his time, finishing off his coffee, and making a fuss of placing the cup precisely in the centre of the coaster on the corner of Iris’s desk.
“What is it you think I can do? If the medics can’t get through to her, if the psychos are not making any progress, I don’t see what use I can be. You have to understand, Iris, I’m not really a professional counsellor. The college use me as such, so do you, and I advertise my services, so I do know what I’m doing. Even so, in order for me to counsel someone like Mrs Vaughan, she has to relate to me. She has to speak to me so that I can feed back her observations in a more positive light.”
“I’m aware of all that, but I’d still like you to try. I’ve seen you work… not exactly miracles, but I’ve seen you bring people on before. She needs to move on, Wes, and I’m sure you’re the man who can do it.”
In the brief hiatus which followed the announcement, Drake murmured his gratitude.
Iris was not seeking thanks. “Sam Feyer is an excellent officer – note: Feyer, not Vaughan. She’s most insistent upon that. Part of her reward for her work in exposing these crooks was immediate promotion to chief inspector. No matter how bad she feels, this should not be the end of her career. There’s a vacancy for a DCI in Landshaven, out on the coast. I’d like her to take it, but I have to have a decision from her by the end of March. The present DCI retires mid-April. Right now, no one can get anything but verbal abuse from her; not us, not the medics. I’ve tried and I can’t get a yes or no. You’re the expert on motivation. All I’m asking is that you go out there, talk to her, see if you can bring her out of this depression, find the spark that will fire the ignition.”
The challenge intrigued Drake. It wasn’t exactly a novel situation, but taking on a client so deeply withdrawn was something he could not recall encountering before.
Like Iris, he was capable of making quick decisions. “Okay. If I go out there now, on my way home, will they let me speak to her?”
Iris took a pad of post-it notes and began to scribble on the uppermost. “I’ll call them. All you have to do is present your identity when you get there, and they’ll allow you access to her.” She tore off the top note and handed it to him. “That’s the address. Remember, it’s completely confidential. You’ll find the place off the ring road, somewhere in the Seacroft area, I think. Follow the York signs—”
“Thanks, Iris, but I know my way around Leeds, and if I don’t, the satnav will direct me.” He tagged the note to the back of his smartphone, dropped it in his pocket, and stood up. “No guarantees, but I’ll see what I can do.”



Chapter Seven
 
Iris was wrong. Peace Garden was situated along a lane in the Shadwell area of the city, which was off the ring road between Wetherby Road and Harrogate Road, and a good two miles further west and north than Seacroft.
A large, rambling, Victorian/Edwardian building, owned and operated by the Police Service, it accommodated anything up to two dozen officers of all ranks, some of them suffering from physical injuries, others, like Sam Feyer, psychological damage.
His satnav led him straight to it, and when he turned off the road, between the stone pillars of the main entrance, he found himself confronted with a small parking area, and around him, flowerbeds and lawns, all in their winter doldrums, and the area was liberally dotted with wooden benches. Some of the patients were defying the weather, and sat outside, shivering in the afternoon chill. When he climbed out of the car, he could hear no sound other than the muted conversation of the patients.
He presented his driving licence in reception, and there was a brief delay while the admin clerk checked the list of approved visitors. It made sense. Iris had said Sam’s location was confidential, and some of the patients, Sam included, would have crossed swords with organised crime. It was incumbent upon the staff – and the Police Service in general – to ensure their lives were not put at risk.
Eventually, Doctor Mary Southam greeted him with a feeble handshake. A tall, slim redhead, he guessed to be about forty-five years of age, there was a hint of suspicion or perhaps professional resentment in her eyes.
“Mrs Mullins advised us of your arrival, Mr Drake, but I don’t understand what she thinks you can do.”
“Neither do I, but I did promise I’d speak to Sam, and it’s quite a long journey for me from Howley, so I hope I’m not wasting my time.”
Doctor Southam ushered him along the ground floor corridor, and up a flight of stairs. They reached the landing before she replied to his comment.
“I’m sorry, but wasting your time is exactly what you’re doing in my opinion. I understand you’re a counsellor?”
“Yes and no. I act as a counsellor to staff and students at the college where I’m employed, but in reality, I’m a specialist in management and motivation.”
“However you describe yourself, it’ll make no difference. Sam is angry, deeply depressed and almost totally withdrawn. She doesn’t speak to anyone.”
“Medication?”
“We provide it, she refuses to take it. In the early days, we tried forcing her to take it, and she promptly vomited it back up… deliberately.”
The information produced a flash of annoyance which ran through Drake like an electric shock. “I’m not a doctor. I’m not even a psychologist, but she’s not contagious, she doesn’t have a physical illness. What made you think that force-feeding her drugs would make matters any better?”
She shrugged. “It was an error of judgement on the part of a younger colleague.”
“Well, I hope you put her right.”
The cold eyes stared through him. “I put him right.”
“Just lead the way, Doctor.”
She did so, walking towards the end of the landing, and at the final door on the right, she knocked once, and pushed it open.
“Good afternoon, Samantha. There’s a visitor to see you.”
Sam Feyer was as Iris Mullins had told him; laid on one side on the bed, staring at the wall adjacent to the room’s only window.
It was almost impossible for Drake to get any physical impression of her. Clad in a pair of loose-fitting jogging pants and sweatshirt, she could be hiding a shapely figure, or covering up weight problems. He could not see her face, but under a head of short, fair hair, was a slender neck, and the one part of her arm he could see, the left hand resting on her thigh, showed no trace of excess fat.
When she spoke, her voice brimmed with hostility. “I don’t get visitors. Tell her to go away.”
“It’s a gentleman from Iris Mullins’s office.”
“I don’t want to see him. I don’t want to see anyone.”
“You’ll want to see me,” Drake assured her. “I’m young, fit, incredibly good-looking; what’s known as a babe magnet. Women always want to see me.”
The fake arrogance, which Drake had picked up from some absurd dating program for wannabe celebrities, at least compelled her to turn sour features upon him. She had a pretty face. A perfect, inverted pear-drop framed in a straggle of hair, a result he guessed, from not bothering to brush it. She had sapphire blue eyes, which would be quite attractive when she was smiling, but they regarded him like ice lances. Her appearance confirmed his earlier opinion, there was no excess flab around her face, and he judged that standing up, properly dressed, she would be an attractive woman.
None of that showed as she replied to him again. “Your mouth is obviously as big as your head.”
He chuckled. “I got you to look at me and speak to me, didn’t I?” He turned to Doctor Southam. “I need to speak to Samantha in private. Would you leave us please?”
The doctor nodded and backed out of the room, closing the door behind her.
The moment they were alone, Sam unleashed her bile. “Tell me something, Mr I love me, do you understand plain English? Should I use more basic language? Piss off, for example? Now there’s a message you could clean up and pass on to Iris Mullins.”
Drake drew up a chair by the window, and sat at the bedside. As he did so, she turned her back on him.
He had expected it, but carried on talking to her. “I’m not a policeman. I’m a private consultant to the police, and I promised Iris I’d speak to you. It’s a good earner for me, and frankly, Sam, you don’t have to talk to me, but surely you don’t begrudge me sitting here for an hour so I can make a few quid?”
“Please yourself.”
“Good. I will. My name’s Wes, by the way. You don’t know me… well, I don’t think you do. I’ve done a fair bit of work with stressed out cops here and there, but never in your neck of the woods. You might have heard of my father though. He’s the MP for Howley. That’s how I wriggled my way into the police consultancy. It’s a good crack. Not my main source of income, naturally, but I make a fair bit extra from it. And it’s so easy, I sometimes feel guilty about taking the money. But you know what they say about making hay while the sun’s shining.”
Every word was designed to annoy her. Every lie was intended to paint the picture of a man who considered himself supremely important, and everything that happened around him was meant for his comfort. Even the mention of his father, and the fictionalised means by which he had secured his contract with the police service should (if he had calculated correctly) annoy her to the point where she would eventually respond.
Without warning she rolled over, and sat up, glowering at him. “I’ve already told you to piss off. Shall I put it in stronger terms? Fuck off. Go make your easy money from some other poor cow, and leave me alone.”
She flopped back to the mattress, but did not turn way. Instead she remained flat on her back.
To Drake, it was progress. All he needed to do now was find some means of calming her.
“Sure. When the hour’s up.” He deliberately turned away from her and gazed through the window, consciously mimicking Iris’s actions earlier in the day. Without looking at her, he carried on speaking. “I’ve been where you are, you know. I know what you’re going through.”
“No you don’t.” Her voice was the virulent hiss of an angry cat. “You have no idea.”
“Oh but I do. There was this woman, you see. She was everything to me. Everything. And then, one day, she was gone. No word, no warning, just gone. I know that’s not on quite the same level as the betrayal you feel, but is the same principle, and when she went, my world just crumbled. I couldn’t see any future, no way forward. Everything I did, I did for her. Every move I made, every step I took, was done to please her. And then she was gone. I was staring down a black hole with no sign of life or light.”
Sam did not reply. Had she turned her back on him again? When he turned to face her, he discovered that she had not. She was listening. Another step forward.
“What I know, Sam, is what you haven’t learned yet. I know that there is more, there is a way forward. They talk about the light at the end of the tunnel, but as it is, you haven’t found the cables which leads to the switch to turn the light on. And the trouble is, I can’t show you where it is, I can’t even show you what it looks like, I can’t point you to the gate that will let you through to follow that road.”
“No one can.”
The anger was gone, and yet, there was no trace of self-pity in her voice. Iris had called it right. This was a capable, professional woman, one who would eventually find a way ahead.
“I know that. It’s up to you. But I’ll tell you what, if you try to do it alone, it’ll take months, maybe years, just like it did with me. Whereas, if you talk to people – not necessarily me, not necessarily the idiot doctor who tried to force drugs into you – but talk to someone who’s willing to listen, you might find that gate a bit quicker.” He deliberately glanced at his watch. He had been with her less than a quarter of an hour, but he got to his feet. “Ah, well, no point hanging around here. You won’t say anything to Iris if I cut away early, will you?”
Salespeople called it a takeaway. Build up the dream, enhance the proposition, and then take it away.
She was calmer than when he first came in the room, less introverted, and suddenly floundering. “I thought you were here for an hour.”
“Yes. I’m supposed to be. But we’re not getting on very well, are we?”
Hers was a blank face, eyes darting this way and that. Indecision. In a situation of which she was uncertain, and struggling to decide which way to jump.
“Are you really as shallow as you make yourself out to be? Really so concentrated on money and your supposed physical attraction?”
He laughed aloud this time. “Some people think so, yes. A distant colleague of yours, DCI Charlie Adamson is convinced of it, but his 2IC, DI Kirsty Pollack thinks I’m the best thing since sliced bread, and it’s not because I’m jumping her. I’m not.”
Her pretty features screwed up, and she ran her eyes over him. “Yes, well, knowing Charlie Adamson, I’m not surprised. But what are you doing hobnobbing with them?”
“My partner’s a police officer. Sergeant Rebecca Teale. She’s based in Howley, and as of last night, they’re beating their heads against the wall looking for a killer.”
Sam pursed her lips and nodded. “I caught it on the lunchtime news. Are you profiling for them?”
“No. At the risk of repeating myself for the umpteenth time since forever, I’m not a psychologist, let alone a profiler. I teach business management, and I’m considered an expert in motivation.”
“Ah.”
It was obvious from the simple response that his calling accounted for Iris Mullins sending him to her.
“Iris thinks you can motivate me back to work?”
“Do you want an honest answer, or should I bullshit you?”
Her scowl was answer enough.
“Yes, she thinks I can motivate you into going back to work, I told her she was talking out of her backside. In order to motivate you, I need to know far more about you than I do already, and that would depend upon you giving me the information, and you will only do that if you really want to go back to work.”
She sat up, swung her legs from the bed, and stared him in the eye. “All right, Mr motivator, let me tell you how it is. I’m thirty-eight years old, a successful detective, married for eight years to an even more successful detective. Then I found out what a real, class one shit he was. The kind of scum, who not content with lining his own pocket and shagging every willing whore and tramp who crossed his path, tried to blame it all on me. My so-called colleagues think I’m the worst kind of cow, a bitch of the first order. Did Iris tell you that when they learned my maiden name, they called me Feyer the Fifth, as in fifth columnist? I put fifteen years of solid, hard work into my career, and it was destroyed in a matter of weeks. Oh sure, the top brass recognised my efforts. They gave me an extra pip on my shoulder, another five or six grand a year, and offered me a cushy little number in Landshaven, nicking the tarts and drug dealers working the pubs, harbour, and amusement arcades. But that nickname, Feyer the Fifth, will follow me everywhere. I’m an outcast, and it doesn’t matter whether I work in Bradford, Leeds, Landshaven, the Outer Hebrides, it’ll be with me. Well, they can stick it. I’ll take my compensation, such as it is, and get a job manning the checkouts at Sainsbury’s.”
Drake gave her a round of applause. “Great stuff. Brilliant. That’s what I like to hear.”
His approval puzzled her.
“May I tell you a little tale? True this time. My father sent me to a fancy private school, and I hated every minute of it. He was determined that I would follow the family footsteps into law, and become a solicitor. I told him to shove it, just like you want to tell Iris. I went my own way. I always have done. And I am as successful as the fake front I put on earlier. I even had my own spot on TV for a while. I don’t give a toss for convention, I don’t care about other people’s expectations or opinions. I’m responsible to me – and my partner, obviously – and no one else. Would you like me to have a word with Sainsbury’s for you?”
“I… er…” She pulled herself together. “You’re very erratic, aren’t you?”
“Not really. It’s mostly a front, but I do employ unconventional techniques. There’s method in the madness. According to what I’ve been told, this is the longest conversation you’ve had since you collapsed after your husband’s trial.”
“Ex-husband’s trial.” Her reply was a means of filling a verbal hiatus. “I suppose, yes, this is the most I’ve spoken to anyone, but that’s because you’re weird.”
“Not weird. Disjointed, perhaps, but it works for me. It’s a method of opening someone up. Don’t tell me you’ve never used it as a police officer.”
Once more she was at a loss to deliver a convincing answer. “I don’t think so.”
“You probably have without realising it. We’re having a nice little chat here, Sam, but I have to go soon. This lunatic in Howley is writing to me not the cops, and I promised the principal of the college where I work that I’d be back before knocking-off time. But before I go, would you listen to me for a minute?”
“As a courtesy, yes. It doesn’t mean I’ll take on board what you say.”
“Fair enough. Your personnel file is a confidential record, and I don’t have access to it, but Iris Mullins told me, and you just confirmed that you are an excellent detective. Take that job on the checkout at Sainsbury’s and you’ll feel compelled to search every customer’s bags to make sure they’re not nicking anything. Consider your future carefully. You still have a lot to offer the police, and always remember that if you decide to take the DCI’s post in Landshaven, you still have the option of telling them to shove it at any time. One more thing. If you do decide to go back to work, back to the police, I’m more than happy to hold your hand until you feel confident enough to stand on your own two feet. There are no strings attached to this. I’m not looking for favours with parking tickets and I’m not looking to get your knickers off. The police pay me, and I’m free to progress as I see fit within the constraints of privacy, confidentiality and the professional standards under which I work. All I’m saying, Sam, and you don’t have to agree, is I am there to support you if you need it. On the other hand, if you don’t want me, then talk to Iris. She has plenty of other people on her books who would be willing to help you.”
She remained silent, and he reached into his wallet, retrieved a business card, which he handed to her.
“Call me any day or night.”
***
When Drake pulled into Peace Garden, the Anagramist had no choice but to stop and park in the lane outside. The high, iron gates were open, but the entrance to the house was decked with CCTV security cameras, and they would cover every angle of the gateway and the short drive. If he drove in, aside from the risk of Drake noticing him, his car would be caught on those cameras, and it was almost certain, that he would too.
Why was Drake here? It was obviously some kind of semi-secure establishment, but what did it have to do with Howley College? Was he dealing with in-placement assessments?
It was all a bit of a puzzle, and for a moment the Anagramist believed that following Drake was a waste of time and petrol.
He left the engine of his Renault Clio running. Anything to keep out the January cold. He was about to put the car in gear, drive off and make his way back to Howley, when he paused, took out his smartphone, accessed the web and called up information on Peace Garden, Leeds.
A broad smile crossed his lips. A convalescent home for physically and psychologically damaged cops. That explained so much. All he had to do now was find out who Drake was visiting, and, man or woman, add the name to his target list.
 



Chapter Eight
 
Unlike her partner, who could be haphazard about the times he signed in at the college, Becky was never late for work, but even by her standards, getting to the station for half past one when she was not due until two, was extraordinary.
She had been seething ever since his call earlier in the day. It was common knowledge throughout the station that Adamson had no time for Wes Drake, but the underlying reason was not so well-known. Everyone assumed that it was Adamson’s gung-ho approach to policing, an attitude that said crime was the exclusive province of the police, and professionals from other non-related disciplines had no business shoving their oars in. Becky was happy to let people think that. It was preferable to the truth, which would do her reputation no favours, nor Adamson’s.
She and the overbearing chief inspector had indulged in a brief fling some years previously, when she was considering a move to CID. Adamson, at that time merely an inspector, but still the most senior officer in Howley CID, was happy to recommend her, and the station commander was considering her application when the affair began. It did not last long. Over the previous year or so, Adamson had led everyone to believe that he and his wife were divorced. Becky learned that he was still married and living with her. Like many such cases, it was an accidental discovery. While he took a shower after one of their meetings at an out-of-town hotel his phone buzzed to indicate an incoming text message. Thinking it might be urgent, she checked it, and discovered a message from his wife asking him to pick up a few groceries from the supermarket on his way home.
The affair came to a bitter end there and then, but in deference to his pleading, she kept the information to herself. In truth, she was more concerned for the embarrassment she might suffer than she was for him. Within a week, she withdrew her application for CID, and instead took the sergeant’s exam, determined to stay in uniform. In the intervening eight or so years, an icy distance had developed between them. She purposely had as little to do with him as she could, and staying in uniform helped.
Drake, naturally, knew about the affair, in much the same way as she knew about his past dalliances. He was sufficiently well-adjusted to dismiss it as none of his business, and he helped maintain the pretence that Adamson’s dislike of him was personal and professional, not related to his relationship with Becky.
“For all we know, it could be the truth,” he had often said when they talked about it, and at those times when she considered the matter, Becky agreed, with the reservation that her brief affair with the chief inspector was, nevertheless, a factor.
When it came to Adamson all but accusing Drake of involvement in the previous night’s events, it was time to put aside her reluctance to speak with the chief inspector, and make the position clear to him.
She found him in his office, a tiny enclave off the main, first floor corridor. He was busy with timesheets, skimming through them, circling anything he felt needed querying, signing off those he was happy with. When Becky entered, he tossed his pen to one side and leaned back in his chair.
“By the look on your face, I’d guess Mr Wonderful has been complaining about this morning.”
“Wrong. He has more to do than whine about you. But he did mention it, and that’s why I’m here. Where do you get off accusing him of killing that girl?”
Her ire did not ruffle Adamson’s calm exterior. “I don’t think I did. I just asked him where he was between two and four this morning. Nothing wrong with that, is there? Eliminating a possible suspect.”
“He’s no more a suspect than I am. He came to you in good faith, and all you did was tell him where to stick it.”
The chief inspector sat forward and jabbed his finger into the desktop. “He came to me with a load of twaddle, which, for all I know, he dreamed up himself. After all, he’s the prime puzzler, isn’t he? I know. He told me so. I’ve more important things on my plate, like a dead girl.”
In an effort to control her temper, Becky pulled in a shaky breath and let it out with a hiss. “If you wanna know where he was, I’ll tell you. In bed. With me. Just back off, Adamson, or I’ll go to the chief.”
“And you’d better back off, before I put you on report. Remember, I’m a chief inspector, not a frigging constable.”
“An arsehole is what you are. Just because—”
Adamson got to his feet and cut her off. “I’m not gonna stand here and listen to you badmouthing me. Do like I told your boyfriend, and piss off.”
“Then keep your hair-brained opinions to yourself, you prick.”
Their voices were raised, and at that point, Chief Superintendent Terence Lumsden stepped into the room, bringing an abrupt end to the argument, and silence to the room.
The fifty-year-old station commander had been raised in Howley, and had come to his present rank by the old-fashioned route, signing on as a constable and working his way steadily through the ranks. Popular with most of the people under his command, he was not especially hard line, but there were those times when he would clamp down, and both Becky and Adamson realised that this was one such occasion.
“You do realise that you can be heard all over top floor?”
“Sorry, sir.” Becky said.
“It’s a personal matter, sir,” Adamson confirmed.
“You’re supposed to be professional police officers. Personal matters have no place in the station when you’re on duty. Charlie, I’ll speak to you later. Rebecca, my office please.”
Feeling like a schoolgirl summoned before an angry headmaster, Becky followed Lumsden meekly along the corridor, into his corner office, where she stood before his desk, hands clasped lightly behind her back.
She always had the feeling that this office was larger than the CID room, but it was probably the lack of personnel and furnishings which gave that impression. Overlooking the rear car park and the banks of the river behind, it was neatly and ergonomically arranged, with everything the chief superintendent needed immediately to hand.
As station commander, it was incumbent upon him to be wary of potential flashpoints between officers, many of which stemmed from personal, often clandestine relationships. As a result, Lumsden was one of the few who knew of the brief affair between her and the chief inspector.
“A personal matter, Rebecca? Is it the matter I’m thinking of?”
 “No, sir. Not exactly.”
“Then perhaps you’d like to explain what.”
“I’d rather not, sir.”
“And I must insist.” He leaned forward, resting on his elbows, and clasped his hands in front of him. “We’re a team, Rebecca, and both you and Charlie are excellent examples of what a police officer should be. We can’t have this kind of falling out in public. Now what is the problem?”
Rebecca made an instant decision. One way or another, Lumsden would hear about the root cause of the argument, and it was as well to get her account in first. “Wes received what I suspected was a malicious communication in the early hours of this morning. As it turned out, it named the young woman who was murdered on Bradford Hill. And it not only named her, but gave the location of her murder. Wes came in with it first thing, and Adamson—”
“Chief Inspector Adamson.”
The lesson was not lost on Becky. “I beg your pardon. Chief Inspector Adamson told him to clear off. More than that, he practically accused Wes of involvement, if not in the girl’s death, then the construction of the email. According to what Wes told me, Adamson believes he’s trying to reinvent himself. I put Adamson right, and he lost the plot.”
“For the second time, it’s Chief Inspector Adamson. I expect you to show due respect to a fellow officer’s rank. Very well. I’ll speak to Charlie.”
“With all due respect, sir, you might be better speaking to Inspector Pollack. She collared Wes at the college a little later in the morning, after Chief Inspector Adamson told her what went on.” Becky purposely laid stress upon the words ‘chief inspector’.
“In that case, I’ll speak to Kirsty before I have a word with Charlie. I won’t take this matter any further, but I’m asking you, please tone down your anger in the station. If there’s any repetition, one or both of you could find yourself in trouble. You can go.”
“Thank you, sir.”
***
When the door closed behind Becky, Lumsden reached for the phone and invited Kirsty Pollack to join him.
He knew that the two women were close friends. Although Becky was a year or two older than Kirsty, they had joined the police at about the same time, and had things been a little different, he had no doubt that Becky would have been Kirsty’s superior, but the sniping between Adamson and the sergeant had seen her prefer uniformed to CID. Notwithstanding that, he knew that Kirsty, an ambitious woman with one eye on her next promotion, would not pick sides, and he could expect nothing but the bald truth from her.
She arrived a few minutes later, and at his invitation, sat opposite. He spent a few moments outlining the scenes he had witnessed and heard in Adamson’s office, and related the tale Becky had told him.
“You spoke to Drake, apparently, so I’d like to hear your story.”
“You might not like it, sir, but Becky has a point. According to Sergeant Rickson, Wes turned up just after nine o’clock, and Charlie gave him short shrift. I was at the college at the time, speaking with the staff, and Charlie rang, asking me to put Drake right on what does and doesn’t constitute evidence in a murder investigation. I figured he guessed that I’d get through where he couldn’t, and to be frank, Charlie’s attitude was that Drake was wasting police time.” She paused just long enough for Lumsden to grasp the significance of her next announcement. “He was wrong.”
The ploy worked. “Adamson was wrong?”
“Yes, sir. I spent half an hour or more with Wes while he went through his analysis of this email. It clearly spelled out Shana Kenny’s name, and the location of her body, which, as it happens, is also where she was killed. Not only that, while I was sat with Drake, he cracked the final line which told us how she had died; open trachea. The only person who could have sent the email to Wes in the early hours of this morning, is the killer, or an accomplice. I spoke to forensics a while ago, and the early results indicate that the killer was working alone, so it had to be him.”
“Bloody hell.” Lumsden’s descent into a mild vernacular which few people ever heard him use in the station, highlighted his astonishment. “Was there anything else in this email that might lead us to the sender?”
“No, sir. Wes forwarded a copy to me, and I have the IT people looking into it, tracking down the IP address. I don’t think it’ll do us any good. The sender used a webmail company. One of those where anyone can register an address, and even though you have to supply a name and a physical address, it’s not as how these companies run exhaustive checks.” Kirsty paused, obviously hesitant to go on, but quickly made up her mind. “With all due respect, sir, Charlie has a downer on Wes Drake, and we both know why. Even beyond the business with him and Becky, he doesn’t approve of other agencies poking their noses into police business. We’re forever asking the public to help as much as they can, and fair enough, Charlie accepts help, but not when it comes from people like Wes.”
“Have you discussed this matter with Charlie?”
“No, sir. Not yet. I’ll talk to him about it after debrief at the end of the day, but I need to speak to him in private. He is the senior CID officer, and I don’t want to make him look a total prat in front of the crew.”
“Good. That’s the way to handle it. What about Drake? Has Charlie’s attitude put him off?”
Kirsty laughed good-naturedly. “I’ll tell you something, sir. Wes Drake is tougher than a dozen Charlie Adamsons. He’s agreed to keep me posted if he gets any more messages. I don’t think this will help us find the killer because, as Wes said, if he was going to identify himself, why hide behind a ridiculous name like the Anagramist. But if he’s taunting Wes Drake, somewhere along the line, he’s bound to make a mistake, and it might just be the angle we need.”
“I totally agree. Do us all a favour, Kirsty, and keep Drake sweet, but make sure you keep Charlie in the loop.”
 



Chapter Nine
 
“You don’t have to risk your job for me. I told you, I can handle Charlie Adamson, no sweat.”
Drake and Becky sat facing each other by the fireside. The hearth comprised the original stone fireplace and chimney breast, into which a mahogany mantle shelf was set above a coal-effect, gas convector heater. It was rare that they used the appliance, preferring the less direct, more ambient heating of the radiators.
The shelf was decorated with several ornamental pieces: a china ballerina and a similar piece decorated as a 1920s/30s debutante. Photographs stood either end of the shelf, one of Becky’s family, mother, father, brother, two sisters, the other of Drake’s father and his late mother. In the centre was an intricate, battery driven, pendulum clock, which read quarter past eleven.
Outside the wind battered the stone walls and agitated the bare branches of the apple and cherry trees which grew in the back garden. Thanks to a high pressure zone sitting over Scandinavia and Northern Britain, there had been little rain and no snow, but fierce winds shrank the air temperature from plus three or four degrees to something sub-zero.
After a quiet shift, Becky had arrived home at ten twenty-five, and was glad to lock the doors and get inside, into the warmth, keep out the weather and the world at large. Over a light meal of cheese on toast, she gave him a broad account of her day’s work, and then dropped the bombshell on him; her argument with Adamson.
At that point, he delivered his verdict.
She fought back. “It’s not about fighting your battles for you, Wes. It’s about him slagging you off. And we all know why, don’t we?”
Comfortably cradling a beaker of tea, Drake had to agree. “By the time I got back to the college, he’d already rung Kirsty. She was waiting for me.”
Becky capitalised on the information. “There you are then. How many more people listened to him running you down? I won’t have it. Just because I chose you instead of him? Christ, it was no competition.”
He aimed a warning finger at her. “It’s not that I don’t appreciate it, but just the same, don’t push your luck. Didn’t I tell you on the phone that he’d threatened to speak to you? Leave Charlie Adamson to me. I’ll tie him in so many knots, he’ll have to turn to the east so he can look west.”
Becky let the argument go, and turned to other matters. “Where did you get to this afternoon? I rang you a couple of times, but your phone was off, and you never said anything about client appointments.”
“The phone wasn’t on. It was in flight mode. What did you want anyway?”
“Nothing in particular. I was due for a break at six, and I thought you might fancy a pie and a pint in the Riverside.” She chuckled. “I ended up spending half an hour with Jo Walsh in the canteen. Boring? For a DC all that woman ever talks about is her job and Benidorm.”
Becky often acted as a sounding board for him, especially with female clients, and she understood the value of confidentiality in his work. Nevertheless, he stressed the need to keep the client’s name and location to herself, and told her of the call from Iris Mullins and the time he spent in the company of Sam Feyer. Becky listened with intense interest, and responded in a voice filled with awe.
“The Bradford corruption case. Wow. They really treated her like dog-doo, you know. Personally, I think she deserved a medal.”
“That’s not the impression she gave me. Listening to her, it’s as if this business has ended her career.”
The comment puzzled Becky. “But she was promoted. Ahead of schedule, too.”
“Promoted, yes. Held up as a shining example of what a police officer is all about. But she’s ostracised, and changing stations didn’t help. She’s so far down that even the temptation of a plum job on the coast can’t bring her back.”
“And can you?”
He did not answer immediately. The problem had bounced around his head all the way from Leeds back to Howley, through the darkening afternoon, battling with heavy traffic, and by the time he got to the college, where he spent a further hour working on the report Quentin so urgently wanted, he had reached no firm conclusions.
He had opened her up, but only to the point where she was able to offload the bile eating into her. Now, she was twenty miles away, and there was nothing to say that she would open up to the doctors, nurses, her fellow patients. Follow-up sessions would be necessary, but his technique of annoying her might have gone over the top.
As he and Becky climbed into bed half an hour later, he concluded the tale with his worries, and Becky, supportive as always, could only comment, “If she doesn’t ring you, more fool her.”
Drake ignored her opinion. It was a biased factor of their relationship, not Sam Feyer’s needs. 
Becky, as always, was asleep in a matter of minutes. Normally, Drake would be too, but his agile mind, now free from the distraction of Sam Feyer’s problem, turned inevitably to the slaughter of Shana Kenny and its potential effect on his partner. 
A good proportion of the station’s husbands and wives worried about their spouses. It was a natural consequence of the increasing levels of violence in society, and yet he had never been concerned for Becky’s safety. She came home with scratches and bruises now and then, and once, she had sported a prominent black eye, but by and large, she was capable of looking after herself, and she was an efficient police officer. In the event of trouble, her first course of action, before intervening, was always to call for backup.
Howley was a comparatively small town, with a population of less than 50,000. It was politically slightly to the right, a stable, settled and tolerant community. Football hooliganism, for example, once the mainstay of violence throughout England, was not an issue. Immigrants, Asian or East European, numbered about one percent of the population, yet racism, prevalent in so many large cities, was likewise, kept to a minimum in Howley, and many of those guilty of it were well known to the police. The same could be said of sexism, ageism, and other issues like homophobia. There were examples, naturally, but not to the same degree as they were in other towns and cities, which in turn meant that Howley was a relatively peaceful place.
Not that there was no crime. Of course there was. But it tended to be the low-level offences, and the major problem – and here there was a direct comparison to the larger centres of population – was drugs. Dealing was not exactly rife, but it happened, and dependence led to the inevitable incidents of burglary and car theft, with concomitant violence, and the occasional outbursts of street fighting.
Drake had grown up in the town, and aside from his time at the much hated Nostell school and three years at university, he had lived here all his life. He’d seen most of the world, but always returned to Howley, and in his living memory, he could not recall a crime as vile and violent as the murder of Shana Kenny. There were killings, but they were often the result of domestic disagreements going too far, and with a few exceptions, such charges were usually reduced to manslaughter.
Despite his abhorrence at the murder of this young woman, a part of his mind could not help wondering how the population in general would react. Radio Howley had carried the story on local bulletins, and TV cameras had been present in the college grounds when he left at six o’clock. No doubt it featured on the regional TV news in the early evening. Aside from carrying the story as its front-page headline, the early editions of the Howley Reporter had run a piece on Shana, which extolled her virtues as a ‘diligent, hard-working student who would have been an asset to the administration department of any business’.
The phrase, ‘never speak ill of the dead’, crossed Drake’s mind when he read the piece online, but he charitably accepted that it may very well be the truth. He did not know her. A student of the college she might have been, but he had never had any dealings with her.
This level of publicity, he reasoned, would produce a number of effects, chief amongst which was fear. It was a double-edged sword. The dread of a killer lurking out there would encourage the townsfolk, particularly the women, to be wary, to ensure that they were always with groups of friends or relatives. But at the same time, it could be blown completely out of proportion, and limit the sense of freedom everyone enjoyed. The police – and this would have a direct effect upon Becky and him – would take steps to ensure high visibility, a greater number of officers on the streets. That would mean Becky working a lot of overtime whether or not she wanted it. And if, as he suspected, the Anagramist was only just beginning, if he was a serial killer, the police would surely draft in teams of detectives from Leeds, Bradford, even as far afield as Wakefield, to hunt the man down. They would be dedicated men and women, skilled at their work, but they would also be strangers to Howley, and that could prompt increasing unrest.
Whatever happened, whether it was another murder, or whether the Anagramist moved elsewhere, he guessed it would be a long time before the peaceful, even tenor of life in Howley returned to normal.
***
In North Leeds, Sam lay on her side, staring at the familiar, uninspiring wall, her thoughts following the usual, downward spiral reaching for that cesspit of self-pity, self-recrimination, and the shattered remains of what might have been.
Drake’s card lay on the bedside cabinet alongside her clock. She had meant to drop it in the drawer; out of sight, out of mind, but she had been unable to muster the energy required to deal with it.
At intervals during the afternoon and evening, the forty-five minutes she had spent with him kept coming back to haunt her. Ever since her arrival in this haven of gloom, she had instituted a policy of non-compliance. Her conversations with doctors, nurses, carers were short and to the point, that point being ‘leave me alone’. She had seen a psychiatrist. Not that she wanted to, but it was part and parcel of the regime. He had declared her mentally sound, but suffering from depression. And he needed years of training to work that out? She had seen a psychologist, then a psychotherapist – a brace of disciplines which to her way of thinking had always been interchangeable – and she refused to cooperate with them, leaving them to draw their own conclusions.
Why then had she engaged with Drake? What was so special about him?
She knew him, all right. She knew who he was the moment he mentioned his name. At her elevated rank, police work was as much about man-management as it was investigation, and Drake’s books on motivation and self-motivation were on the recommended reading list. That aside, she knew of his father. Ted Drake was one of the most prominent, non-ministerial MPs in this part of the world.
She knew that his overbearing hubris was false, but couldn’t work out its purpose. Was it supposed to make her smile, make her angry, generate the level of contempt which she ultimately displayed, or develop a feeling of humorous comfort, similar to the feelings a stand-up comic would engender in his audience?
Too many people in Peace Garden House were of the opinion that she was losing her grip on reality, when in fact, the opposite was true. She had too firm a hold on the consequences of her actions, and from her point of view, it would be preferable to lose that grip. Drake seemed to sense that, hence the manner in which he had sat in the armchair alongside her bed, ignoring her while speaking to her about this woman who had wrecked his life when she left him.
She had no idea whether the story was true or a pure invention designed to open her up. Thinking back on it, she guessed that whatever its purpose, it had planted the first seeds of empathy in her.
She did not want it. She wanted Wes Drake to have never visited. She just wanted to be left alone.
The time was coming up to midnight, sleep would only come with difficulty, and she refused to accept the offer of diazepam. Sam Feyer had never been dependent on drugs of any description, and she was not about to start now.
But in amongst the usual nightmare memories of the enquiry, the investigation into herself, the trial, Wes Drake kept appearing like some omnipotent angel… or demon.
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Chapter Ten
 
Even in the depths of winter, it seemed to the Anagramist that the darkness descended only slowly. It was a pity. He liked the darkness. But he knew when he planned his mission that there would be long periods of inactivity. 
Not that he was entirely idle. Planning, he had learned, was the key to ultimate success, and he spent much of his time in this old, decaying house, planning, practising, practising, planning.
The entire exercise depended as much as anything, on speed. Not so much with the first tart. He’d dealt with her in the early hours of the morning, when there was no one else about. Tonight he would be moving earlier. Still in darkness, of course. This was the first month of the year, and it was dark by five o’clock. But tonight’s strike would take place at a time in the evening when there were other people about. There were ways of dealing with them, but so early into his plans, he would rather not.
And so, he rehearsed.
Standing just behind the door of the ageing study, he gauged the distance to the cut out by the desk, a piece of plywood which he had carved roughly into the shape of a man. Eight, ten feet? He picked up one of six throwing knives by its sharpened tip, assessed the aim with a critical eye, drew back his arm and let it fly.
The skill with throwing a knife was judging the number of turns it would make in the air. He needed it to make only half a turn, and that dictated the precise moment he needed to release it.
He got it wrong. Not for the first time. The knifepoint nicked the target at a steep angle, and dropped harmlessly to the dusty carpet. It had not completed the necessary half turn.
He cursed, and picked up the next knife. This was even less successful. The knife struck the board in a vertical position, point down. It had made a three-quarter turn, and dropped again to the carpet, where it hovered briefly on its point before falling flat.
How was it possible that he could miss when he practiced daily? Anger, he deduced. Anger eating away at him, a rising fury that would only be satisfied when…
He sucked in his breath, picked up a third knife, and repeated to himself over and over again, judgement and muscle memory, judgement and muscle memory. Judge the aim, judge the moment of release, and make your muscles remember both. It was precisely the same principle as a darts professional would employ. Time and again those people could hit double and treble top, and it was all about muscle memory.
His third attempt was perfect. The point sank briefly into the board, before sagging and dropping to the floor. That would not happen with a live target. Skin, sinew, muscle was softer than the unyielding surface of this target. When it struck, the knife would penetrate, hopefully by a couple of inches. Enough to disable his opponent, and while the target was disabled he would cross those few feet and deal the final blow.
His fourth attempt was similarly accurate, the fifth landed as the first attempt had done, nicking the target, but his sixth was as good as the third and fourth. He collected the knives, returned to his starting position, and tried again, and again, and again, until, after half an hour, he could successfully strike target four or five times out of six. He needed to practice and practice, and time was not on his side. There were just five or six weeks before the grand finale.
With the time coming up to eight o’clock, he gathered the knives and made his way down into the cellar, switching on the lights as he descended the stone steps.
Reports of Shana Kenny’s death had amused him. Stabbed in the back and then her throat cut. Stabbed? The word conjured images of him rushing up behind her and sinking the knife into her. It never occurred to these idiots, amongst whom he counted the police, that the knife might have been thrown. How come the pathologist hadn’t queried the depth of that back wound? If he’d stabbed her, he would have used such force that it would have penetrated far deeper. Instead, the medical examiner declared that the initial wound was designed only to disable her. Well, that much was true, but there were no grounds for anyone thinking that he had reserved his strength when plunging the knife into her.
Morons. That’s what it amounted to. So-called professionals, men and women who seriously lacked the intelligence to look either side of the rails on which they had been trained to run. It would be interesting to see how Drake reacted after tonight.
His first email to one of Howley’s most successful men had never been mentioned in any of the media reports, although he knew for a fact that Drake not only visited the police station, but talked to DI Pollack when he got back to the college. Pollack, he guessed, would take more notice of Drake than Adamson, but even so they had obviously placed little significance on the email. That, too, would change tomorrow.
Reaching the dirty, stone floor of the cellar, he cast a casual, disinterested glance at the large holes, and the collection of bones thrown into one corner. Two skulls, God knows how many ribs, leg bones, hands and feet. He was uncertain how many women were buried under the cellar, but it should be two. There should be a man here, too. He was not responsible for any of them, but his father’s confession confirmed two women and one man.
He switched on the power feeding the grinding wheel, and started it up. Fortunately, the house stood quite some distance from its nearest neighbour and no one would hear the noise of him sharpening the blades. Its isolation was not entirely fortuitous. The old man had chosen the family because of it. No near neighbours to raise the alarm when they heard someone screaming for their lives. 
The implements were theatrical throwing knives, by convention, they were not normally sharpened, other than the point which was designed to stick into solid wood (not plywood, which had a different surface consistency). He sharpened them because of the multiplicity of uses to which he put them. Cutting a throat was difficult with a blunt blade, and removing the head, which he had planned for the future, would be impossible. These blades would slice through skin, muscle, sinew, and especially the thin bones of the human neck. Messy, sure, but what the hell, he was no surgeon.
When he was happy, he made his way back upstairs, into the dingy kitchen, where he opened a can of baked beans and warmed them on a primus stove. Using only a spoon, he ate them from the can. A proper meal could come later, or perhaps not at all. Once again, the need for speed forbade a large meal.
When he was through, he washed the inadequate food down with a glass of beer, and then changed into a fresh set of black jeans, trainers, jumper, and especially the black balaclava. Like his other set, they would need washing when he got back tonight. The ruler pocket in the right leg of the jeans had been adapted to accommodate one knife. When going after a target, it was all he needed.
At nine thirty, he stepped out of the house into the night, fixed the false plates to his car – he never knew who might be taking notice or how many traffic cameras he might pass – and climbed into his compact Renault for the short journey into Howley. His target had been chosen, the movements patternised, and at this hour on a Monday night the Anagramist knew exactly where to hide himself.
***
Gary Fellows had been a tutor at Howley College virtually since the day he came out of university, and evening shifts were part and parcel of the job. Night school. That’s what they used to call it in the days when his parents were young. For a maths tutor, it was an acceptable soubriquet. It was like school; an addendum to basic education. So many young people came out of school with poor literacy and numeracy skills that they had to come to college in order to learn those basics and give themselves a chance of landing a job.
Gary didn’t mind. Twenty-nine years of age, he lived with his girlfriend, who happened to be a nurse. Her awkward shifts had a bigger effect on their life than his irregular hours.
Despite the warnings from the principal, head of department and especially the police, he had no problem with her coming home in the dark. He couldn’t drive. Not after a conviction for drink a year back. If his girlfriend wasn’t able to pick him up, like tonight, he took the bus, and then walked through Wharfeside Park to their shared flat. The park was darker than the streets – obviously – and there were any number of bushes and trees where a potential attacker could emerge. She didn’t have that problem. She drove all the way to the front of the house. And he wasn’t worried. According to rumour, the guy who killed Shana Kenny went after young women. Let him try it with Gary or his girlfriend. During his university years, he was a member of the students’ karate club. He knew how to look after himself.
All the same, when he climbed off the bus just before ten o’clock, he could not help thinking of Shana Kenny.
In Gary’s opinion, Shana was not much better than a little tramp. She flaunted herself at the boys in college, showing off proud breasts, wearing skirts that were indecently short, purposely crossing her legs to expose more of her slim thighs. It was tempting to say that the girl got what was coming to her after all that advertising.
But that kind of thinking was reprehensible. Whatever the rights and wrongs of Shana’s behaviour, she did not deserve to die under the hands of a rapist, some prick who did not understand that ‘no’ meant no and decided that killing her was preferable to few years in prison.
The police had spoken to him early on the day of her murder, and he was careful to say nothing against her. He insisted that the girl was an average, not outstanding student, one whose attention was inclined to wander now and again, but aside from that, her attendance in college was regular, and her results, through continuous assessment and examination, were good enough to ensure her on-going education.
The knowledge that there was a violent rapist – something the police had refused to confirm or deny – in Howley was not lost on Gary. When he got off the bus, he contemplated walking round the park, rather than through. In the two weeks since Shana’s death, the public furore had calmed. With no news coming from the police, the media had moved on to other, more immediate topics, like Brexit. But there were still whispers of vigilante action, private citizens, mainly men, vigilantes fuelled by drink, ready to take the streets, and Gary did not want a crowd of uncontrolled bananas giving him a beating purely on suspicion. 
Walking round would add almost half a mile to his journey, and he was tired. He had been on duty since nine that morning, admittedly with a four-hour break in the middle of the day. All he really wanted to do was get home, get his feet up and watch a little TV before going to bed.
He decided he did not care whether he bumped into one of these citizens’ patrols. After all, they could just as easily pull him on the street as in the park. He had no more and no less to worry about by walking round.
What really bothered him was the thought that he was actually anticipating trouble. Howley had a reputation as being one of the safest towns in the country but a shocking crime like this put everyone on alert and on the day of Shana’s murder, during morning, lunch and afternoon breaks, it had been the only topic of conversation between staff and students alike. The staff, courtesy of Principal Quentin, had slightly more information than the students, but it was hush-hush. It seemed that the head of Management Studies, coincidentally the staff and student counsellor, Wesley Drake, had received some kind of message from the killer. Gary did not know Drake well, but he knew he was either married to or living with a policewoman, and scuttlebutt had it that the message was intended not for him, but her.
What did it mean? Gary had never been a student of history, modern or otherwise, but to his knowledge, most killers did not advertise their activities to the police.
As he walked along, his leather soles clicking on the main, tarmac path through the park, his thoughts turned to more convivial subjects. He knew Wes Drake slightly. A nice enough man, but one who was capable of rocking the boat, especially when Lionel Quentin hassled him. Most of the younger women at the college considered him handsome; fit… Wasn’t that the modern idiom? The whisper was that he was also unapproachable. His father was the local MP, which practically ensured that his behaviour was beyond reproach. Aside from that, why would these stupid women think he might be available when he was in a long-term relationship? And with a policewoman at that. If he wronged her, she would make him pay every time he parked on double yellow lines.
The thought brought a smile to Gary’s lips, dispelling the darker meanderings of his mind.
He was in the darkest part of the park now. Thick bushes were clumped either side of the path. When he was younger, he had spent many a time hidden in those bushes with one young woman or another. It was the perfect hiding place, not far from the town centre, a heavily populated area, but inside those thickets there was sufficient privacy for couples to get it on.
He saw and heard nothing. Something slammed into his back with the force of a hammer, and the next he knew, every nerve in his body was on fire, the volcanic agony radiating out from the point of impact. His head whirled and he slumped forward onto the path, his confused mind trying to make sense of the increasing torture. His breathing became laboured, every breath a strangled gasp, and he reached out a hand as if trying to grip the tarmac, and drag himself along.
The sound of running footsteps reached his ears, the soft pad of training shoes. He tried to form the word, ‘help’, but his vocal chords had stopped working along with so many other systems.
And then there was a knee in his back, as someone was aggravating the pain. As if they were moving something upon which he was impaled.
The balaclava came close to his ear, and the grating voice whispered to him. “I shan’t keep you waiting.”
And then it was the bite of cold steel into the right side of his neck. As he drifted into eternity, the last thing he was aware of was warm blood spurting from his ruptured carotid artery.
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Chapter Eleven
 
The trill of the bedside phone dragged Drake reluctantly from a deep, dreamless sleep. He checked the electric blue, LED display of his alarm clock and read five-thirty. The call could not be for Becky. She had her mobile permanently switched on at her bedside, and everyone at Howley station knew to ring on that number. He doubted that Lionel Quentin was aware that half past five occurred twice in a day, and in Drake’s line of work, there was no such thing as an emergency. Logically then, the only people likely to call him at this hour were family. He reached a lazy arm to the bedside cabinet and picked up the receiver.
“Wes Drake.”
“Wes, it’s Kirsty. We’ve got another. Wharfeside Park. You’d better check your emails.”
It was as if someone had hit him with an electric cattle prod, so quickly did the news bring him to full awareness.
“I’ll ring you back.”
He leapt from the bed, disturbing Becky in the process.
“Huh? What—”
“Go back to sleep. I’ll tell you later.”
Wearing only his shorts, without bothering to dress, he rushed from the bedroom and down the stairs, to the rear corner of the living room, the area he designated his office. Flipping up the lid of his laptop, he pressed the power switch, and switched on the mains feed to the router.
It would take only a matter of seconds for the laptop to come to life, but the router would take more than two minutes. His smartphone, which could access his emails without a wi-fi connection, was in the car. He did not always leave it there, but it was one of his ways of ensuring that he took genuine time off. Despite its lengthy boot routine, the router was quicker than dressing and digging out his car keys and stepping out of the front door to retrieve the phone. 
Impatient for the router to wake up, he hurried into the kitchen, switched on the kettle and prepared a cup of tea. While he waited for the kettle to boil, he bobbed backwards and forwards, checking the router’s progress. The green light had gone out, the first blue had come on. Back to the kitchen where the kettle was coming close to boil. He took a carton of milk from the fridge, and checked the router again. Flashing amber. That would go on for the better part of a minute. The kettle snapped off, and with shaking hands, he poured water into the cup, agitated the teabag, removed it, dropped it in the waste bin and stirred in a little milk in. Then he carried the beaker to the workstation, where the consistent blue power light of the router showed.
Dropping into his seat, he opened his email package. The usual assortment of spam, a couple of emails from the college, one or two from private clients, and… Yes, there it was. Right at the top of the list, delivered at just after eleven the previous night.
 
Slow ref Algy
Did up true carrot
Read freak whips
 
It was signed The Anagramist.
The familiar flood of confused and conflicting emotions washed through him, and he had to force his intellect to the fore. He never checked his emails after eight in the evening. It was another means of taking time away from the many and various hassles of his busy life. If he was not such a stickler about it, if he’d checked them before he went to bed…
It was pointless. He had not done, and there was nothing he could do about it now. His anger, his sadness, his pity for the victim and the unhinged perpetrator could come later. Right now, he had to work with the police, give them as much information as he could in an effort to track down this man.
As in the previous communication, there were only three lines, and each of them formed an anagram, but he had no way of knowing which of the words might be a vital piece of the puzzle. Fortunately, Kirsty’s phone call narrowed down the options. ‘Reads freak whip’ translated as Wharfeside Park and based on the previous message, he guessed that the first two lines constituted the victim’s identity, and the manner of his/her death. But in which order?
Nothing leapt off the screen from either line, so without evidence to back him up, he assumed that the first line was the victim’s identity, and began to work on it. A range of simple names came from the anagram: Flowers, Fowler, Gray, Grey, Lowry, even, Rose and Wroe; too many for him to make much sense of them. Logic took over, and he rang Kirsty asking whether they had identified the victim.
“Gary Fellows,” she replied. “Tutor at the college.”
More confusion assailed him. “A man?”
“How did you guess?”
Ignoring Kirsty’s cynicism, Drake’s heart sank. He did not know Gary well, but he would easily recognise him. “How did he die?”
“Stabbed in the back and the right side of his throat sliced open. A lot of blood, and according to the Doc, there was a significant spurt. Carotid cut open. He was killed on one of the footpaths and dragged into the bushes.”
While he listened to Kirsty, the first two lines of the message rearranged themselves until the whole read: Gary Fellows, ruptured carotid in Wharfeside Park.
“In other words, it tells us nothing we don’t already know,” Kirsty said when he passed the information on.
He had not gone to bed until midnight. It was always the same when Becky was on late shift. She did not get home until half past ten, and she needed a little wind-down time before bed. Inevitably, he stayed with her, and at this hour it was a struggle to prevent sleep overtaking him.
And yet, he had no time to sleep. He made an effort to clear the fog in his head. “You’ll be calling a general briefing?”
“Yes. Early doors. Probably eight or half past.”
“I need some sleep, Kirsty. When I get up, I’ll print the message out and bring it to the station. In the meantime I’ll forward it to your email address.”
“Thanks, Wes. I’ll catch you later.”
After carrying out the promised tasks, he drank off his tea, made his way back to the kitchen, washed the cup and left it on the draining board. He unlocked the door, stepped out into the back garden.
The house’s isolated location on Moor Heights Lane meant there was a good deal of land attached to it, and the garden was over twice the size of the house. Surrounded by long, dry stone walls, it was completely lawned, with flowerbeds here and there, and a couple of trees. There were paved footpaths forming walkways, and the whole was surrounded by herbaceous borders. Neither he nor Becky were gardeners, but she liked to potter with the flowers during the summer. Drake much preferred to laze around on the grass or foldaway sun-loungers, and as a couple, they found it pleasant to take tea at a glass-topped table.
During the winter months, the back door was rarely open, and only occasionally during the colder months of the spring, but the recent, comparatively mild spell had seen it left ajar more than usual. The view over a vast expanse of moorland, grazed only by a few sheep, was peaceful and calming. It would be another two hours before the sun rose and cast its meagre warmth over the land, and right now all he could see was stars in a cloudless sky.
On the other side of the house, facing front, Howley slept on through the early hours, and hidden amongst those 47,000 people was the Anagramist. Was he sleeping peacefully? Or had he, like Drake, been disturbed. If so, was it the noise of early-morning workers going to or coming from their employment, or the euphoria of another successful attack?
Two days, two deaths, two senseless murders. He had made his statement, and if nothing else Drake was certain that Gary Fellows would not be the last victim.



Chapter Twelve
 
“A man has been murdered in Howley, West Yorkshire. It’s the second killing there in two weeks and although police refused to confirm it, there is speculation that both crimes were committed by the same person.”
Mealtimes were the only occasion when Sam saw any of her fellow patients. It was a deliberate choice. She wanted as little to do with them as she did the staff. Even though she shared the dining room with them, she rarely spoke to them, and when they directed a specific question at her, such as, “How are you?” her response was at best taciturn, at worst downright rude. Most of the longer term patients had learned to give her a wide berth.
Of the three meals, breakfast was marginally the best. At least the food – cereal followed by bacon and eggs, scrambled eggs, or occasionally a full English – was well-presented and palatable, unlike much of the slop served later in the day.
Meals were also the main time of the day when she caught up with the news. She had no television in her room (again by choice) and she did not take newspapers. At best, she would surf the web on one of the laptops in the day room. Even then, her attention was restricted to local bulletins, usually put out every half hour on the BBC.
The majority of items covered were trivial and she had no interest in the progress of Leeds United in the Championship, the expansion of Leeds/Bradford airport, or the political pluses and minuses of concern to the locals. But the item on the murder of Gary Fellows caught her attention immediately.
“Doctor Lionel Quentin, the principal of Howley College, also confirmed that a senior member of staff, Wesley Drake, received messages from the alleged killer. Once again, police have refused to confirm the speculation. Here’s our reporter on the spot, Vanessa James.”
As the scene cut from the studio to the reporter, stood by the grandiose, front entrance of Howley College, someone in the dining room called out, “Turn that bloody thing over. The Bill’s on channel twenty.”
Another officer, Sam had no idea of his name or rank stretched across to the windowsill to pick up the TV remote.
“Leave it.”
She snapped the order in a parade-ground bark, stunning everyone. No one could recall her saying anything to anyone in the near or more remote past. The surprise was so great, that silence fell, punctuated only by the TV reporter’s commentary.
“Gary Fellows, a maths teacher, left Howley College at about nine thirty last night, and took the bus down to Wharfeside Park, near to his home. While he was taking a shortcut through the park, he was stabbed in the back and then had his throat cut. He bled to death in bushes, just off the main pathway through the park. His body was discovered at four o’clock this morning by two police officers on routine patrol.”
What was it Drake had told her two weeks ago? Shana Kenny’s killer had sent him a message, and the media reports, perfectly tuned to the modern obsession with the grotesque and ghoulish, had been at pains to spell out the precise manner in which she died. Judging from Ms James’s report, this latest victim had died in exactly the same way.
While the reporter carried on speaking, the scene cut away to Wharfside Park and a longshot of a CSI team working amongst the shrubbery, while uniformed officers crept along on their knees, conducting a fingertip search. Sam could not help but recall the times she had been on point in such investigations – including two of her ex-husband’s murders.
The bulletin cut back to Howley College and the reporter facing the camera.
“Earlier, Lionel Quentin, principal of the college, confirmed that a senior member of staff, Wesley Drake, had received some kind of cryptic communication from the killer. Mr Drake is well known in this part of the world as the son of local MP, Edward Drake, and also for his work on television several years ago, and his bestselling volume on motivation, It’s Down To You.”
This time the picture was overlaid with a photograph of Wes Drake while Vanessa James kept on talking.
“Mr Quentin was unable to give us any further information, and both the police and Mr Drake have declined to comment. Vanessa James handing you back to the studio.”
The short bulletin was coming to a close, handing over to the weather forecast, and Sam returned to her breakfast. Any appetite she had for the scrambled eggs, which reminded her more of pale yellow Polyfilla, was gone. She pushed her plate away, got to her feet and left the dining room.
Peace Garden offered security for personal items, which were kept in large envelopes in the manager’s safe. It was designed to minimise theft, but like other conditions of residency, it was not compulsory. There were few, if any, restrictions upon the patients. If she were so minded, Sam could dress, put on a coat and go for a walk, not only around the gardens, but to the village of Shadwell. She could take a bus into Leeds if she wished. As long as the staff knew where she was. She had left her purse, car keys and mobile phone in their care. Her car was in the police pound in central Leeds. She had never set foot out of the building since her arrival, and she had no need of money or her credit cards. And while most patients kept their mobile with them, she never needed it. She did not speak to the staff, and she had no desire to speak to any of her former colleagues, her bosses, or even her family. Therefore, she had no need of the phone.
Now she had, and her first call upon leaving the dining room was to the reception counter, where she demanded the instrument and its mains charger. The request took the staff aback, but they nevertheless complied, and even though they pressed her for some kind of explanation (in the hope that she was coming out of her trauma) she said nothing, but made her way up to her room, where she put the charger in the wall socket, and hooked the phone into it.
There were few numbers in the directory. One or two old friends, her parents, her Federation representative, and a direct line to Iris Mullins’ office.
It was to this number that she made her call.
As always it was intercepted by the DCC’s private secretary, but the moment she announced herself, she was put through.
“Sam. This is a surprise. Only the other day, I was reviewing Wes Drake’s report on your initial meeting. What can I do for you?”
“Ring Drake. I want to see him.”
 



Chapter Thirteen
 
The police station was the focus of intense media attention when Drake arrived at nine-fifteen.
With unbelievable speed and enthusiasm, Radio Howley and the Reporter had already picked up on the news, and he found the front entrance awash with reporters and photographers. Across the street, the BBC News team had parked their van and the presenter was doing a piece to camera. The prurient interest, which he knew would soon turn to hysteria, sent shivers down Drake’s spine as he passed through the crowd and into the station entrance.
It did not surprise him when one or two of the local reporters called out to him. He was well-known throughout Howley, but if he was a betting man, he would put a week’s salary on the source of their initial information: Lionel Quentin. 
At half past eight, he rang the college and informed Quentin of the situation, and his need to visit the police station before coming to work.
The principal was sympathetic. “I’ve already been told, and the college is crawling with police officers… again.”
Behind the tolerance there was an unmistakable, heavily suppressed edge of disapproval, well-masked but discernible to a man like Drake, who was accustomed to seeking out the slightest hint of non-verbal communication. If he was right, Quentin was disappointed that the police station and not the college (and he) would be the centre of most media attention.
And he knew the principal well. He would never miss any opportunity for free publicity, no matter how grim the background, and Drake could almost hear him saying to the reporters on site, “One of our senior members of staff has been asked to help the police track down the killer.” Prompted by a few questions, Quentin would readily divulge Drake’s name. As he battled his way through the reporters, Drake was almost certain that a similar, slightly smaller pack of press hounds was crowding the college entrance.
After dealing with Kirsty’s early call, he’d managed another ninety minutes of sleep before his disturbed mind brought him back to full awareness. While dressing after a shower and shave, Becky had asked what the early fuss was about, and as he detailed Kirsty’s information, she too, came wide awake, certain that this time the chief superintendent would call her in as well as other afternoon and night shift officers.
“He’ll want as many bodies on the streets as he can muster.”
Her choice of words left Drake feeling uncomfortable. 
He normally studied the morning newspapers over breakfast, but he had no patience for trivia like international politics or the latest headline-grabbing antics of immature celebrities. Instead, he sat with a notepad at his right hand, his thoughts stumbling over the two killings, and making notes as different angles occurred to him.
The drive to town was its usual hassle, and once inside the station, he was rushed upstairs, not to Adamson’s office, but Lumsden’s.
He had visited the place so many times that he was familiar with the internal layout, and the lack of personnel throughout the building was noticeable. The CID room, a usually busy environment with plain clothes officers milling everywhere, was empty, and on the way up to the first floor, he passed only a couple of uniforms, officers he knew to be detailed to administrative duties.
The chief superintendent, already in conference with Kirsty and Adamson, half rose to shake hands. “Wes. Thank you for coming in.”
“No problem, Terry.” Drake was telling the truth. It was not a problem. But it was a mystery. As far as he was concerned, he was here purely to hand over a copy of the latest email.
He sat next to Kirsty, leaving Adamson on the other side of her. He did not yet know what the police wanted, but in his turgid state, he could not trust himself to keep his distance should the chief inspector antagonise him.
Lumsden opened proceedings by asking Kirsty to detail the latest killing, and she gave them a rundown of the early findings. She concluded by saying, “Aside from one of them being male, the other female, the two killings are exactly the same.”
“No sexual molestation?” Adamson asked.
“Ninety-nine percent certain, no. The doc’ll confirm after the post-mortem.”
Drake was already in a state of puzzlement. All eyes turned towards him and Lumsden silently invited him to speak his mind.
“Why didn’t the victims hear him coming up behind them? It’s almost impossible to follow someone in complete silence, and yet he had time to get close up and stab them in the back. How?”
“Shana Kenny was full of booze,” Adamson observed.
Drake yielded the point. “Fair comment. But I’m certain Gary Fellows was on late shift at the college last night, he should have been stone cold sober.”
Kirsty was next to comment. “Maybe the killer rushed them.”
“That’s even more difficult than creeping up on them. To rush someone, no matter how soft you are on your feet, is almost impossible without some kind of noise, and if they heard him, why weren’t they turning in his direction?”
“Maybe they were.”
Once again, the scenario did not sit well with Drake. “According to what you’ve just told us, Kirsty, they were stabbed squarely in the back. If they were even half turning, the knife would have sunk in closer to the shoulder.” He chewed his lip. “There’s something that doesn’t gel about it.”
They had no answers for him, so Lumsden took advantage of the situation to speak directly to Drake. “This… Anagramist – let’s use the name he’s given himself – is telling you everything, but saying nothing to us. We’d appreciate your views on the matter.”
Drake could only shrug. “I have no views. As Kirsty said over the phone this morning, his emails arrive after the events, and they don’t tell me anything your people don’t know or can’t work out very quickly. In fact, if it hadn’t been for Kirsty giving me the victim’s identity, location and the manner of his death, it would have taken me several hours to crack this morning’s anagrams.”
He reached into his pocket, took out the printed sheet and placed it on the corner of Lumsden’s desk. As he did so, he accidentally pulled out his sheet of notes, which dropped to the floor near Kirsty’s feet. She was about to pick it up, but Adamson beat her to it, and read it through.
As he handed it back, he fixed Drake with a determined gleam. “There’s something I don’t understand.”
There was no mistaking the sneer hidden behind the comment. Drake had not forgotten his last encounter with the DCI, and he had two options: rise to it or ignore it. He chose the former. “In my experience, Chief Inspector, there are many things we, as human beings, don’t understand. When confronted with such problems, most of us make an effort, while some jump to arbitrary conclusions involving suspicion and guilt.”
The DCI’s annoyance manifested itself. “Don’t get smart with me.”
“And don’t you hassle me. I’m not some kid hawking crack outside Benny’s.”
Kirsty intervened before Lumsden could. “Guys, guys, we’re supposed to be on the same side. Can we leave the personalities out of it?”
The chief superintendent agreed. “Kirsty is right. We’re confronted with a situation this town has never seen before. I don’t care about the official definition of a serial killer; one who has to kill at least three times. The Anagramist has killed twice, and it’s only a matter of time before he strikes again. He is a serial killer and if we don’t do something, we’ll have a third victim on our hands. We need to work as a team, and I’d like to consider you part of the team, Wes.”
As pep talks went, it was not the most original, but Drake acquiesced. “Fair enough.” He focused on Adamson. “What is it you don’t understand?”
The chief inspector, too, made an effort to modulate his antipathy. “The chief hinted at it. Why does he write to you and not us?”
“A sensible question.”
Drake recalled the number of times he had attended meetings, conferences with businessmen, teachers, politicians, men and women with a high level of responsibility, and the manner in which such people had insisted upon fudging issues instead of admitting to their ineffectiveness in the face of potentially damaging situations. A company charged with false accounting and looking for scapegoats, a junior Minister of State (Drake was acquainted with several) seeking to exculpate himself from a corner in which he or she was trapped. The thought of any college seeking to enhance its annual report with obfuscation brought a thin smile to his lips, which he quickly wiped away.
“The simple truth is, I don’t know.”
As anticipated, Adamson picked up on the admission. “You’re supposed to be a psychologist.”
Drake’s laugh was a short, cynical bark. “Who told you that? Not me, for sure. I’m a specialist in business management and motivation. The college use me as a counsellor, and it’s true that both disciplines need a basic understanding of human psychology, but I’m not a psychologist, nor a psychiatrist, and what I know about criminology you could write on the back of a postage stamp. You people know more than me.”
He chewed the problem over in his mind. He had been doing so ever since the discovery of the primary message’s links to Shana Kelly’s murder, and he was no nearer an answer.
“We have to make a couple of assumptions. These emails arrived quite quickly after the relevant events. They tell us nothing other than the victim’s identity, location, and cause of death, or methodology, if you prefer. It’s fairly safe to assume that the sender is the killer.”
Kirsty interjected. “According to forensics, there was no trace of anyone else in the vicinity of Shana’s body. Early indications are that Gary’s killer is the same person, so yes, those emails must have come from the killer.”
Drake thanked her with a nod. “In that case, at a very basic level, he’s taking ownership of the crimes.”
They met his announcement with frowns of puzzlement, and Drake wondered whether he could have phrased it better.
“Ownership?”
Drake switched his attention to Lumsden. “He’s admitting to them. He doesn’t want you pulling in some low life and fitting them up with it. For that reason, I think you’re right, Terry. Regardless of the standard definition, he is a serial killer, and he will go on killing until he’s stopped. There’s also an element of boasting. He doesn’t identify himself, and he gives absolutely no clue to his identity. Until he does, you’re more likely to succeed through your forensic work, and the nitty-gritty of witness statements, than anything I can tell you.”
“You still haven’t answered the question. Why write to you and not us?” Adamson’s insistence came across in the harrying tones usually reserved for the interrogation room.
He was saved having to answer immediately by the vibration of his smartphone, set to flight mode, indicating an incoming call. He took it from his pocket and read the menu window. Iris Mullins. He swept his finger to the left and cut it off. Iris would understand and automatically assume he was with a client.
“My apologies. DCC Mullins. I’ll get back to her later.”
He slipped the phone in his pocket, and mentally chastised himself for name-dropping. Kirsty was not as surprised as the other two, and he recalled that she had seen him pull the same stunt in his office two weeks previously. 
“Now, why write to me instead of you? Frankly, I don’t have an answer. I can’t read his mind, and we can speculate from now until the cows come home, but it’s no more than intelligent guesswork.”
“Then guess.”
There it was again. Adamson’s harassing insistence, the demand for an answer, normally designed to elicit confessions. Though it got Drake’s back up, he told himself that it was the way of the chief inspector. The man’s social and communication skills were governed by the number of years he had spent questioning suspects.
“All right, I’ll guess. I believe this is a reasonably intelligent man, good with written English, clever with word puzzles. So he sent the emails to me because I have a reputation for proficiency in the same field. If he’d sent them to you, what would you have done?” He went on before anyone could interrupt. “You’d have logged it as a prank or nuisance communication, and forgot about it. Even when the second email arrived today, you’d still have ignored it. You might give it to uniform, let them follow it up, but would anyone in this station have had the wit to check out the anagrams and relate them to Shana Kenny or Gary Fellows? I’m not having a go at your average police officer, but the chances of you linking these emails to the killings are lower than a snake’s balls. Hell, I only made the connection to Shana when Lionel Quentin told me her name, and only then because the email was at the forefront of my mind.” Drake leaned forward in his seat to stress his interpretation. “This man is like an artist. To him, the killings are a work of art, and like any other creative, he’s putting his signature on them, staking his claim; these acts are his property.”
He sat back, giving them time to absorb the shocking analogy. When he was satisfied that they had understood, he relaxed a little.
“Remember, it’s only a guess. I could be completely off the mark.” 
After a moment’s silence contemplation, Adamson spoke up. “I’m not looking for an argument, but right now I don’t see what use you are to us.”
“Which is what I’ve been saying since I first arrived, Chief Inspector. I can crack the emails, sure, but right now they’re no use to you. If he sends one giving us advance warning of a killing, that’s a different ballgame but for the time being, I repeat, you’re better off relying on your usual routines and procedures rather than me.” He prepared to leave. “Now, is there anything else I can do for you, Superintendent?”
“You are prepared to help in the event that you receive other emails, or we receive communications from him?”
“Of course. I’ll set up an alert on my phone. All I need is an urgent contact number for you people in case a message does come in.”
“You have mine, Wes.” Kirsty reminded him.
Drake was satisfied. If he had to speak to anyone, he’d prefer Kirsty to Lumsden or Adamson.
Kirsty was not through. “Before you go, there is something else we need to think about.”
To judge from the surprise on the faces of both Adamson and Lumsden, she had not discussed whatever was on her mind with her colleagues. Drake took his seat again and focused on her.
“The victims. They both have links to the college.”
Drake was as surprised as anyone else. For a moment he considered telling them that he had already noticed it, but it would be a lie, and there was little to be gained from it other than puerile one-upmanship.
“I hadn’t consciously realised that, but with hindsight, of course, you’re right.”
“The reason I mentioned it, is significance. Is there any?” Kirsty folded hands in her lap and waited for either her boss or Drake to respond. In the end it was Drake.
“We have no way of knowing. Not yet. In my opinion, you can only establish a pattern when you have three similar elements. For example, if I say to you, one, two, you need to know what comes next before you can establish a pattern. One, two, one, two, would indicate something completely different to one, two, three. You see?”
“And it’s not like I hadn’t thought of that, Wes. I’m asking, is it worth our while to keep an eye on the college staff and students?”
Drake hesitated before answering. “You’re not going to like what I have to say. I’ve just hinted that in order to establish a pattern you need three events. In other words, there will have to be another death. Right now, the pattern, if there is any, is female, male, both with a connection to the college. If we get a female next, and she too, has a connection to the college, then we might reasonably assume his pattern is female, male, female, male, and we’ll probably confirm the college as a connection. But suppose his next victim is male? Suppose the next victim has no connection to the college? I understand what you’re saying, Kirsty, but right now your findings could be nothing more than a coincidence, or a distraction, a deliberate ploy to lead you down the path you’ve suggested following, and I suspect it might be more profitable if you checked into a possible connection between Shana and Fellows.”
“Which we will,” Adamson assured him.
Having shot Kirsty’s idea down, Drake hastened to realign himself with her.
“It might be an idea to forewarn people. Perhaps you, Kirsty, could go to the college and address students and staff alike, stress the need for vigilance until this man is caught, but beyond that I don’t know what you can do. The college deals with three or four hundred students: full-time, part-time, day release, night classes, general education, vocational, leisure. There are, I think, about fifty tutors: full-time, part-time, mornings only, evenings only, and again, educational, vocational, leisure. Beyond them you have the ancillary staff: cooks, cleaners, technicians, maintenance. If you’re right, every one of them could be considered a target, or even a perpetrator, and I think you’d have a hell of a job trying to cover them all.”
On the other side of the desk, Lumsden appeared relieved. “I have asked for extra officers and Iris Mullins has promised to draft them in from other areas if we need them, but I have to agree with you, Wes. It would be practically impossible for us to safeguard all these people, especially on such thin evidence.”
“I’m sorry, sir. I was trying to be constructive, proactive.”
Drake applauded Kirsty. “I don’t think there’s any need to apologise for it. You had the right idea, but until we have some hint as to what this man is really about, we’re working in the dark, and as I said earlier, you people should rely on your tried and tested methods.”
 



Chapter Fourteen
 
It was getting on for eleven o’clock when Drake came out of the police station, and ignoring the shouted questions of the reporters, climbed into his car. He started the engine, running it to warm up the interior, plugged his smartphone into the car’s system, and immediately dialled Iris Mullins.
“Why is it you only ring me when I’m in conference with some of your underlings?” He asked.
Iris chuckled fatly. “I time it deliberately, just to see if you have the balls to cut me off.”
“As if I wouldn’t.” He, too, laughed. “So, what do you want?”
“Nothing. I had a call from Sam Feyer two hours ago. She’d like to see you, and before you run away with any fancy ideas, it’s definitely as a result of the latest murder in Howley.”
Drake clucked impatiently. “No doubt she got my name from the reporters.”
“Yes, she did. Obviously, she doesn’t want to see you about the killings. Why would she? I shouldn’t think she can throw any light on them. But she caught your name and a photograph of you on the local news just before nine o’clock, and it reminded her of your visit two weeks ago.”
He checked the dashboard clock. “It’ll take me an hour to get there. Is she likely to be at lunch or anything?”
“I haven’t a clue, but I’ll let the staff know to expect you.”
He cut the call, started the engine, and pulled out of the car park. As he drove away along Mill Street, he noticed a couple of reporters detach themselves from the gaggle still cluttering the police station entrance. They rushed to their cars and hurried in pursuit of him. He was not worried. Once through the town centre, he would turn not for the college but Leeds, and at that point, they would lose interest.
As he rolled along, following the twists and turns of the river, a weak, January sun flickered with almost stroboscopic regularity between the barren branches of trees lining both sides of the road. The weather in the closing days of the month had been variable; thick fog, usually burned off by the mid-morning, light rain, heavy rain, but not a trace of snow, which was unusual for Howley. His memory stretched back a long way, and during his lifetime he could remember few winters when the town did not see heavy snowfalls. Not that he was complaining. When it did come, such weather invariably brought Howley to a grinding halt, especially in the higher areas, like Moor Heights Lane.
Ice, usually following bitterly cold nights, was just as restrictive. He had seen days when the steep hill passing his house into the town, was covered in a sheet of ice, and impassable. Even at low speeds, trying to follow the bends was to show total disregard for the welfare of your car, and at slightly higher speeds, the welfare of drivers and passengers was in the lap of the gods. On such days, he routinely cancelled all appointments, and rang the college to tell them he would be working from home.
Thinking of the college reminded him that Quentin was unaware of his plans. As he approached the major junction, leading right to Leeds and Bradford airport, left to the moorland road which was a main route to Harrogate, he rang the college, and explained the situation to the principal. Unlike the last time Iris had called, Quentin was quite amicable. Obviously, he was still basking in his (and the college’s) brief minutes of fame on the morning news.
He pulled into Peace Garden’s visitor car park at quarter to twelve, and five minutes later, having been assured by the staff that lunch would not be served until one o’clock, he joined Sam in her room.
She appeared no brighter, no happier to see him than she was on his first visit, and he mentally prepared for a troublesome time ahead.
“Your call surprised me.”
It was a simple statement of fact, and Sam responded equally candidly.
“It surprised Iris Mullins, too. If you didn’t want to come, you didn’t have to.”
He shrugged easily. “It’s no problem. I’ve been here a couple of minutes, and you haven’t told me to eff off yet.”
Was that a hint of a cynical smile shooting across her lips? It was so fleeting, that Drake believed it might have been his imagination.
“So, how are you?” he asked.
“No different. I still don’t want to talk to anyone, including you.”
The emotion this time was Drake’s. A flash of annoyance, which he quelled instantly. It was a situation he had been in many times before, and he was more than capable of handling it. Many of his clients, private, police referrals, and the staff and students of Howley College, came to him not knowing what to say, and in some cases not wanting to speak to him, preferring instead to sit in his company and wallow in silent despondency.
He met her head on. “Then why call me?”
“I said I don’t want to talk to you, but something inside me tells me that I need to. You’re preferable to the sick, lame and lazy in this place or the simpering idiots who run the show.”
“Semantics.” He disregarded much of her opinion. “I’m supposed to be the word merchant.”
“Which is why you should appreciate the difference between ‘want’ and ‘need’.”
She was sitting on the edge of the bed, just a couple of feet from him, but she did not look him in the eye. Instead, her gaze was concentrated on the narrow view through the window.
Still without looking at him, she went on. “You said something two weeks ago. The conversation we had was the first of any significance since the day I came to Peace Garden. Don’t go chalking up any points for that. All you did was point out the obvious, and it didn’t take a genius to pick up on it.”
She stood up and walked past him, deliberately keeping a distance between her and the reach of his hands, or the stretch of his long legs. She stood at the window, and stared morosely at the somnolent scene outside, where some of her fellow patients were strolling around the grounds, some alone, others in pairs.
“Look at them. Reliving their past glories, yearning to get back into uniform, get out there, tackle the bad guys. Idiots. Each and every one of them.”
For Drake, it was important to let her ramble, dig out whatever troubled her, but she would not get down to the innermost layers until she brought up and spat out the bile eating away at her.
“Some of them have given years to the police, and what do they get for it? Look at that moron over there.”
She pointed a slender finger across the gardens. Drake made no effort to move, concentrating his eyes on her instead.
“Some junkie kicked off in a bar, lashed out with a machete, sliced into one guy’s neck and killed him, drew blood from a few others. That idiot went in like the SAS and tackled him. The junkie hacked into his arm, and they had to amputate. Now look at him. One arm, no use to the filth, end of career. Naturally, they’re taking care of him. They’ll wait until he’s fully rehabilitated, then train him for office work. But it won’t likely be with the police. They’ll farm him out to some temp agency. But what does he talk about? His glory days as a beat bobby, and how he’s looking forward to getting back out there once he gets a bionic arm.”
Sam delivered a short, cynical laugh, and returned to the bed, where she sat, still not looking at Drake, still concentrating on the blue sky beyond the window.
In deference to her diatribe, Drake stood up, moved to the same position where she had stood, and looked through the window.
At the far end of the garden, two men were walking along the path towards the far hedgerows. Both wore thick coats. The man on the right limped heavily and relied on a walking stick for support. There was nothing obviously wrong with his companion, but the empty sleeve of his coat tucked into his left pocket spelled out his disability.
Drake returned to his seat. “I thought you didn’t talk to them?”
“I don’t. I listen instead.”
“And it irritates you that this man, and possibly some of the others, are living on dreams?”
“I wouldn’t say irritates me. It just persuades me that I have nothing in common with them, and I don’t want anything to do with them.”
Once again, Drake stood up. “Come on. Let’s go for a walk in the garden.”
For only the second time since he had entered the room, he suddenly had her full attention. “No. I don’t want to.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t.”
“That’s not an answer. It’s repetition. What is there out there which makes you so afraid?”
“I’m not afraid.”
“Prove it. Come with me.”
The defiance left her, and her face turned sour once again. “I don’t have a coat. I came here early in October, and I didn’t need one.”
Drake removed his overcoat and tossed it on the bed. “Take mine.”
It was a risky strategy, painting her into a corner from which she had no means of escape other than acquiescence or admitting to her fear. For a moment, she floundered.
“You’ll freeze out there.”
Drake denied it. “My car has an excellent heater. Once I’m driving home, I’ll be warmed up in a matter of minutes. I’m fit enough to stand half an hour out there. Now, come on. Let’s go.”
This was the point of no return. In the next few seconds, she would either capitulate, or order him to leave. She could conceivably launch herself at him, attack him physically.
“What’s out there that isn’t in here?”
“A taste of the freedom you’re seeking.”
It was a shot in the dark, based largely on her criticism of the one-armed police officer, a man she saw as trapped in a behavioural system inculcated by the police academy’s basic training, and the inherent discipline instilled in all officers from the day they first set foot on the beat. Drake knew nothing of the officer in question, but her criticism of him hinted that she, too, was cornered by those same modes of thought, and she wanted to break free.
“I’m waiting.”
She huffed out of breath. “You can wait until forever for all I care.”
“Sam, there’s nothing to be afraid of.”
“At the risk of repeating myself, I am not afraid.” She stared him in the eye. “You talk instead. Tell me about the Anagramist.”
Drake resorted to the challenge of the schoolyard. “Only if you come outside.”
With another furious sigh, she flounced from the bed, skirted round it, yanked open the wardrobe and took a heavy, quilted coat from within.
“I thought you didn’t have a coat.”
“I lied.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
A blast of freezing, January wind hit them as they stepped out of the building. Sam shivered. Drake turned to her, putting himself between her and the wind, and made an effort to fasten up her coat. She brushed his hands away, and dealt with it herself, zipping up the front all the way to her chin.
“I’m not helpless.”
Drake did not reply. It was just another manifestation of her determined independence. He encouraged her along one of the paths which led into the more open areas of the grounds. As they ambled slowly along, he took a deep breath of fresh, but cold winter air.
“I had a school friend. His father was some kind of import export agent. Worth quite a bit of money. Enough to pay the school fees at Nostell. His father confidently expected him to go into the family business, much like my old man expected me to become a lawyer. But my friend wouldn’t have it. I caught up with him a few years later, and he was driving lorries. When he was old enough, he got the necessary licenses, and then borrowed £50,000 from his father. It was enough to buy a second hand truck. Then he secured a couple of contracts, and he went on from there. A one-man band, they call it in the trucking industry.”
“Is there any point to this story?”
Drake continued in the same patient tones. “I don’t want to sound snobby, but I couldn’t understand what made a well-educated man like him going to what was effectively a working-class job. And then he told me. Freedom. Plain and simple. When he climbed into the truck, and set off for wherever he was going, he had no bosses breathing down his neck, no one looking over his shoulder to find out what he was doing, no one ready to grass him up for minor infractions of the rules. But there was more than that. He wasn’t office bound. He didn’t spend his days hemmed in by the metaphorical four walls. He was out in the fresh air every single day of his working life. He could probably have made double the money by working with his father, but money didn’t bother him. He just wanted that freedom. And he made me think about my life. Like him, I’ve always been self-employed – aside from my position at the college, that is – but I still didn’t have his freedom. If I attend a business conference, I’m closed in with a bunch of executives, all of them arguing the toss, each and every one of them wanting to get his point across. When I’m with a client, like you, say, I sit in an enclosed room, listening to someone drone on about their problems, and I can’t escape. If I tried, it would be unprofessional to say the least. I make maybe three or four times what my friend makes, but he’s freer than me; he has all the aces belonging to freedom.”
He stopped, turned deliberately, and stood in front of Sam.
“Don’t you envy him?”
She was nonplussed by the question. “Not particularly. His freedom is an illusion. All right, so he’s not cooped up in an office or factory, but he’s still bound by the rules of the road, the law, and government agencies which can pull lorries for spot-checks any time they want.”
It was a stock answer, and one Drake delivered to his friend many years earlier, but it was not persuasive.
He turned and continued walking at a slow pace, and Sam took a couple of quick steps to catch up with him.
“Did you enjoy a great deal of freedom in your job?”
She shivered, and Drake guessed that it was a reaction to the mention of her work, not the weather. “No. The rules governing the police are very strict.”
“But you were out and about most of the time, weren’t you?”
Once again she disagreed. “Not so you’d notice. I spent a good deal of time in an office, checking and countersigning timesheets, writing reports, collating evidence, kicking the occasional backside when it was warranted. It’s not like you see on the TV.”
“Of course not.” Drake rehearsed his next words carefully. “Cushy, though, wasn’t it?”
She laughed. A short, sharp bark which, it seemed to Drake, echoed from the gardens around them. Twenty yards ahead of them, a group of four men and women were seated on a bench, and Sam’s response caused them to look round.
“Cushy, my eye. Have you ever seen the caseload of an average inspector? You sign on at nine in the morning, and you don’t have one minute’s peace until you sign off at five, six, seven in the evening. You want cushy, look at your own job.”
Drake conceded the point as they ambled past the group on the bench. He nodded a greeting, but Sam ignored them as if they were not there, and if Drake was not mistaken, they reserved contemptuous scowls for her.
They were walking in bright sunshine now, and despite the winter chill, Drake felt uncomfortable wrapped in his overcoat. He unbuttoned his coat along with the jacket beneath, allowing the air to his shirt.
“My life is pretty cushy, I’ll admit. The biggest pain in the posterior I have is a principal demanding my report on last term, and hinting that I should fudge the numbers to make it appear better in the eyes of OFSTED. But Quentin’s easy to deal with. I just threaten to resign, and he backs off.”
“And could you do that? Resign, I mean?”
“It wouldn’t be too big a wrench. I don’t need the money, but I would miss the interaction with other people. I spend a lot of the time talking to people who are naturally anxious or depressed, and it can have a detrimental effect on me, so the chance to rap with colleagues and other, more contented students provides a sort of safety valve.”
They walked on, reached the far hedgerows, and then turned right, to follow the line of the garden, before taking the next path back towards the house.
“Do you realise that you spend more time talking about you than you do about me?”
It was an observation Drake had been waiting for her to make. He stopped, and once again faced her, blocking her way along the path. “That’s because you won’t talk to me about you.”
He gave her a moment to allow the significance of his statement to sink in, and then went on.
“I don’t know Sam Feyer. Iris Mullins doesn’t know Sam Feyer. Sure, she has Sam Feyer’s exemplary record in front of her, and she can judge the state of Sam Feyer’s attitude, but she doesn’t know her. The only one who does is Sam Feyer, and Sam Feyer won’t talk about Sam Feyer.”
Her answer came so quickly that Drake knew it had been prepared in advance, and it was yet another attempt to head him off. “There’s nothing to know about Sam Feyer.”
“Wrong. There’s plenty to know. What you really mean is, you don’t want others to know.”
Her anger began to rise again. Her chin jutted forward, her lips thinned, and her eyes narrowed to tiny, sparkling points. “What is it you want to know? What’s my favourite food? Do I like to get drunk? Do I like a good time in bed? Well? Come on. Tell me.”
Drake maintained his equilibrium. “I want to know what it was Sam Feyer learned about herself after the terrible treatment she suffered at the hands of her husband and colleagues.”
Drake’s experience told him that this was a pivotal moment. With other clients, it could take many sessions to reach this point, but he knew, had known from their first meeting, that Sam Feyer was possessed of sufficient self-knowledge to get there much faster.
Her reaction confirmed what he suspected. The anger left her. The pupils of her eyes dilated, her jaw and lips began to move, worriedly, agitatedly, and she was close to tears.
“I joined the police straight from university. Fast-track. I made CID in no time. Since then, I’ve worked and worked and worked, and now, suddenly, I’m a chief inspector, and through it all, I maintained a professional distance from the people I was dealing with. Not just suspects, but victims, too. You tell a woman that her husband of twenty years is dead, and you know she’s going through the torments of hell, and you feel sorry for her. You tell another that her husband has been arrested and charged as a paedophile, and you can see the agony, so you feel sorry for her. You visit a couple of forty-somethings to let them know that their drugged-up or drunk son or daughter has been killed in a road traffic accident, and their pain is almost unbearable. But you have to press on and question them. Did the newly widowed woman know her husband had a heart condition which threatened his life? Was the other woman aware that her old man was into little boys and girls? Did those parents know that their offspring was driving while under the influence of drink or drugs?”
She sucked in a shuddering breath, turned, and pointed across the lawns, picking out the one-armed officer and his limping friend once more.
“A courageous and dedicated police officer. He must be to tackle some half head waving a machete about. I can only guess at the torture of his injuries. I can only sympathise with the mental pain of knowing, deep down, that he can never go back to the job. He covers it by deluding himself to believing it’ll all work out. What kind of agony is that? I think I know, but the truth is I don’t.” For a moment she calmed down, before launching into her diatribe again. “And then, when that bastard did what he did to me, when everyone shunned me, cursed me, spat on me… Then, I knew.”
She lifted her head, her eyes raised to meet his, and in a voice which could be heard clear across the gardens, she cried, “I didn’t know.”
She gripped his coat lapels, buried her face in his shirt, and began to weep, her body racked with uncontrollable sobs.
In the enclosed environment of his private consulting room at the college, Drake would have been wary of such contact. It was too open to misinterpretation, and when it was necessary, when the client needed slight physical contact for reassurance, he always ensured that he was stood up, visible to those passing in the corridors.
Out here in the open area, with other witnesses close by, he had no qualms. While her free-flowing tears soaked into his shirt, he placed gentle hands upon her shoulder, and pulled her closer.
The crisis was here; soon it would be over, soon she would be in no-man’s land, but having left the trenches into which she had buried herself, would she be ready to advance, take the high ground? For now, she needed a friend; one who had no axe to grind, one who had no preconceived agenda other than to listen.
Her crying began to subside, but she made no effort to move away from him. She began to moan, the words almost unintelligible. It sounded like, ‘I didn’t know’, repeated over and over again. Drake said nothing. He did not need to, and in any event, if he did say something, she would be unlikely to hear it, and if she did, she would dismiss it out of hand as blandishment, the equivalent of a parent hugging and patting a child, while delivering meaningless platitudes, like, ‘there, there, there. Daddy will make it all right’.
A rapid glance around the gardens told him that they were the centre of attention. No one moved towards them, but everyone stared as if they were some kind of entertainment. Some counsellors might have found it embarrassing, and make the attempt to get Sam back to the house as quickly as possible. Drake was of a different mettle. In the grand scheme of things, these people did not matter. Let them stare, let them take this little drama and cling to it as a topic of conversation, something they could yatter about in the day lounge when the theoretical delights of television paled.
“Crying like a baby, she was.”
“She’s a nutter, you know.”
“God knows how she made inspector.”
“He’ll recommend pensioning her off.”
“Not before time, either.”
“Maybe he fancies his chances with her.”
“He kept his hands where everyone could see them.”
“She’d be worth it if she weren’t such a miserable bag.”
While Sam clung to him, he allowed his mind to ramble along the absurd path. By the time the tale got back to Iris Mullins, he would be ready for whisking Sam off to a love nest somewhere in the tropics. Either that or he would be making a fortune for confirming what the powers that be already suspected.
Control returned to her only slowly. She pressed her hands against his chest to back off, and Drake removed his hands from her shoulders. She stared at his damp shirt, and patted it.
“I’ve made a mess of your shirt.”
“It’ll wash.”
He deliberately made no comment on her distress. Others might have fallen into the trap of asking, “Feeling better now?” or something along those lines. To do so would involve many possible responses. Better to leave it to her to take matters forward.
She shuddered. “I’m sorry.”
“You’ve nothing to apologise for.”
“I made a total fool of myself.”
Drake disagreed. “Nothing of the kind. You’ve come to a realisation, Sam. Something you’ve probably been aware of since the trial.” His eyes blazed into hers. “You’re human, with all the frailties that are part and parcel of the label.” He suddenly felt the chill. “Come on. Let’s get back inside. We both need a cup of tea.”
Sam’s initial response was a snort, which could have been humour or cynicism. “You’ve no chance. Coming up to lunch, they won’t make as tea.”
His smiling exuded confidence. “Wanna bet?”



Chapter Sixteen
 
Without Drake’s self-assurance and absolute control, Sam may have been proved right, but he called the shots. Leaving the threat of ringing Iris Mullins to remind them of his authority, he demanded tea, and he got it.
“Are you normally so aggressive?” Sam demanded when he joined her at a window table in the dining room.
“When I have to be.”
The staff drew the line at delivering, so Drake collected it and placed a tray in the centre of the table. Sam poured while he settled into his seat.
“I had a good teacher. My old man’s an MP, and ignoring that, he’s been a solicitor all his working life. Lawyers have to know when to come on strong, and the lesson rubbed off on me. The staff may not like it, but right now you need something to calm you down, and tea is as good as anything.”
He dropped a single sachet of sugar into his cup, added milk, and stirred. It was another one of those hiatuses, designed to give him time to decide where to go next. Sam was delicately balanced between fully opening up and retreating even further, and the wrong word right now could send her into a downward spiral from which she may never recover.
“You promised to tell me about the Anagramist.”
He was secretly glad that she had reminded him. If nothing else, it let him off the hook, allowed her to lead the conversation, and because her query was related to police work, it would surely give him the opportunity to dig further into her troubles.
“There’s not a great deal to tell. The Howley police suspect he’s a serial killer just starting out. I don’t know enough about the psychology of such men – or women – to offer an opinion, but his actions lead me to agree. He’s killed twice; one female, one male. There are two thin links between them. They both attended Howley College. Shana Kenny was a student, Gary Fellows was a tutor. The only other link is her attendance at one or two of his classes. On both occasions, the Anagramist has emailed me. Those emails each contain three separate anagrams: the victim’s name, the location of the bodies, and the method in which they died. Both were stabbed in the back. Shana’s throat was cut right across the trachea. Gary’s neck was sliced open, rupturing the carotid artery.” He spread his hands in a gesture of finality. “That’s it. That’s all we know.”
“Would it be possible for me to see these emails?”
Drake hesitated. The principle of confidentiality, prevalent throughout his work, had been rammed home to him by Kirsty. He really should not be discussing details of the case with anyone, and he certainly should not be allowing others to see the messages. On the other hand, Sam was still, technically, a serving police officer, albeit one who was on long-term sick leave, and if she were back at work, it was entirely possible that DC Mullins would call on her to assist with the investigation.
“One condition. You keep it to yourself. I’m not actually certain that you should be allowed to see them.”
“You’re forgetting, I don’t talk to anyone.”
He had, indeed, forgotten it, but he took her reminder in good part, excused himself, and made his way outside to his car, where he picked up his briefcase, and returned to the dining room. Flipping up the lid, he took out his copies of the emails, and passed them across the table to her.
In both cases, he had disassembled the anagrams and written the solutions alongside them. Sam took her time reading through the original messages and his analyses before passing the sheets back.
She sipped from her cup. “Has it occurred to you that ‘the Anagramist’ might be an anagram of his real name?”
Drake struggled to hide his surprise. “No. Quite frankly, it hadn’t. Do you have any experience of things like this?”
“Plenty of killers write to newspapers, TV channels, and such, but as far as I’m aware, no one’s ever written to the police in such a bizarre manner.” She took back one of the sheets, and pointed to the printed signature, the Anagramist. “See here, I’m not as clever as you with anagrams, but right away I could see the names Martin and Gareth. I don’t know whether that will get you any further, but…” She trailed off and shrugged. “Just an idea.”
Drake took back the sheets, dropped them in his briefcase, closed the lid and removed it from the table, placing it at his feet.
As he was about to speak, Sam pressed on. “You’re sure they’re from the perpetrator, not an accomplice?”
“According to forensics, the only person present at both incidents is the killer. I don’t know how they know this.”
“Doctor Edmond Locard established the take and leave principle. It is impossible for a criminal not to take something from the scene of crime, and leave something behind. If forensics say there was only one person present, then you can guarantee there was only one person present, and if you receive these emails after the event, then they’re from the killer.”
The brief interlude gave Drake exactly the opening that he was seeking. Wary of the need to handle her gently, he brought the subject back to her.
“We’re not here to talk about the Anagramist, but you know what’s just occurred to me? You are an excellent detective.”
She smiled, and for the first time, Drake realised how pleasant and attractive she was. A vibrant woman, full of life, radiating warmth, compassion, and modesty.
“What I’ve just pointed out to you is criminal investigation 101. You’re the expert with words – so you tell me – and I’m surprised you didn’t think of him hiding his real name in his pseudonym. No matter how unlikely, no stone should be left unturned at the beginning of an investigation.”
He returned the smile. “Which only leads me to conclude that you should be in charge of the Anagramist inquiry, not Charlie Adamson.”
Her features darkened again and she shook her head. “Charlie’s a good detective. He was promoted on merit. I know he’s a pain in the posterior, but don’t underestimate his skills.”
He held up his hands, palms open facing her. “I promise. Now, let’s think about Sam, eh? Observation on your skill as a detective isn’t the only thing I’ve picked up. Why haven’t you told Iris Mullins you won’t take the job in Landshaven?”
Sam was still thinking about the question when Drake continued to press.
“You see, it occurs to me that you don’t want police work. They can stick it. Your very words to me first time we met. Looking at the bigger picture, you don’t have to stay here, Sam.” This time he waved at the room indicating Peace Garden as a whole rather than the dining room. “You’re not a prisoner. You’re not mentally unstable. You don’t have any physical injuries. You’ve been diagnosed as depressed. There is nothing to stop you saying to Iris, ‘shove it’, packing your cases and walking out of here. So why haven’t you?”
She took the question well. He had anticipated that she might sink once more into bitterness, but she did not. Instead, she equivocated. “That’s something I have asked myself time and time again. I’m not happy here.”
“Would you be happier at home?”
She was less definite this time. “I have no home. It’s up for sale. I couldn’t stand the thought of living there any longer.”
“You’re avoiding the question, Sam. Would you be happier in a hotel, or flat? Plenty of places to rent in the city.”
She shrugged again. “I don’t know. Probably not. Isn’t that why you’re here?”
“No. I’m here to help you come to terms with whatever is troubling you, and we got close to the root of the problem outside. Let me be clear on this, Sam. I’m not here to rubberstamp Iris Mullins’ ideas. She wants you in Landshaven. I don’t. I want you where you want to be. If, at the end of our journey, I don’t consider you suitable for Landshaven, or any other post, I will tell you first, and Iris afterwards.”
“Fair enough. I don’t suppose I could ask for more.”
Drake checked his watch. The other patients would be filing in for lunch very soon. “I don’t think that. In fact, I agree with Iris. I think you would be brilliant in Landshaven, but unlike her, I’ll tell you why. I’ve just said, you are an excellent detective. She’s offering you a plum job – from your point of view, that is. She told me you love Landshaven, you’re promoted to chief inspector, you will be the head of CID. What more could you ask for? On the other hand, you don’t need to become head of CID in Landshaven in order to move there. You have no home. You’ve just said as much. What’s wrong with packing your bags, shifting to Landshaven, renting a flat, and then having a word with Sainsbury’s?”
“Again, I can see what you’re saying.”
“The only problem, Sam, is you. If you don’t take Iris’s offer, you’ll regret it. Maybe sooner, maybe later. And why? Because you are an excellent detective, but more than that you empathise with the suspects and victims alike, so much so, that it’s driven you to the point you’re at now. Tearing yourself apart because while you understood the torment of these people, you didn’t know it. And now, thanks to your ex-husband, you do know it, and you’re castigating yourself because you believe you made light of it with these poor people.”
He reached across the table and placed his hands on her, clasping them lightly. There was no intimacy in the move, just simple, friendly contact, like an extended handshake. And Sam made no effort to withdraw.
“I have news for you,” he went on. “We’re all in that position. Each and every one of us.” For the second time he waved a loose arm at the dining room. “The doctors, nurses, ancillary workers here, they treat you with respect, with patience, make an effort to motivate you, but for all you know, they could be thinking, ‘Why do I have to deal with this miserable cow?’ You see? They don’t know what you’re going through. They think they understand your pain, but they don’t know it. At the back of their mind is a shopping list, groceries to be collected on the way home, meeting their boyfriends, girlfriends, husbands, wives, for a drink after work. They emphasise, they sympathise, but they don’t know.”
He let go of her hands, stood up and collected his briefcase.
“I’m sorry, but I have to leave. You may or may not want to see me again.”
“I’ve already decided.”
Her voice was so flat and unemotional, that Drake read the obvious into it. “Okay. If you do need support, get onto Iris. I’m sure she’ll find someone else.”
“Why? Don’t you want to deal with me any longer?”
“It’s not that. I thought—”
“Don’t think. Listen. I don’t know how you’ve done it, but you have opened me up. I don’t yet know whether to be angry or grateful for that, but I would like to see you again.”
This time she actually giggled, and Drake chalked up a point for himself. If nothing else, he had restored part of her sense of humour.
“That sounds as if we’ve been on a date,” she said. “I don’t know when it’s convenient for you.”
“Tuesdays are good. How about eleven o’clock next Tuesday morning?”
She nodded, and left it to Drake to terminate the session.
“Eleven o’clock next Tuesday. I’ll be here. In the meantime, Sam, if there’s anything troubling you, don’t ring Iris. You have my number. Ring me instead.”
***
After mingling with the reporters outside the police station, and following Drake to Peace Garden for the second time, the Anagramist came better prepared. This time, he had a camera with him.
All attempts to track down the identity of the man or woman Drake was visiting had run into a brick wall. There were hundreds of potential candidates, many of them physically disabled, just as many suffering psychological problems, and it was on the latter that he concentrated his efforts, but no amount of searching would lead him to any firm conclusions.
He knew next to nothing about counselling or psychotherapy, but it was a fine, sunny, if cold day, and he guessed (rightly as it turned out) that Drake would encourage his patient – if that was the right word for a discipline as vague as counselling – to take a walk with him around the grounds, and that was exactly what Drake did. Predictable? As easy as predicting the destination of a train running on a single track line.
When Drake and the fair-haired, mystery woman stepped out of the building, they automatically turned towards the gardens, away from the Anagramist’s position on the lane outside the gates, but by then it was too late. The Anagramist already had four, clear photographs of the woman. A little research now, and her identity… and her life… would be his.
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Chapter Seventeen
 
Coming from the college at a few minutes after half past nine, Drake was not in the best of moods.
Storms had battered much of the UK over the weekend, and the aftermath had seen the river levels rise to the point where the Wharfe was threatening to burst its banks. The winds had abated through Sunday night/Monday morning but to add to the town’s woes they brought flurries of light snow, creating more havoc for drivers and pedestrians alike, and when he left the college after a compulsory evening shift, the air temperature hovered just above zero, bringing the ever present threat of ice above the thin covering of snow.
It had been a tedious day. Two classes, both of them sparsely attended by the kind of students who would always be there come hell or high water, a single session with a member of staff in need of counselling on her husband’s gambling addiction, and a lengthy, dreary management meeting in the afternoon during which he managed to get into several arguments with his colleagues, and particularly Principal Quentin.
In such circumstances, Becky would usually provide the safety valve, but the police were still on maximum alert and she was on late shift. It was two weeks since the last Anagramist attack, which had taken place two weeks after the first, and they were anticipating the killer, working to a regular routine, striking again. In Becky’s case it meant that she and her uniformed colleagues would be called to every tiny incident, no matter how apparently irrelevant, to ensure that it was not the build-up to another murder. When he spoke to her at eight o’clock, she was as irritated as him, having already dealt with four separate calls, two of them domestics, one a case of shoplifting, and the final one an argument in a pub.
To compound matters, news had reached him via Iris Mullins that Sam had taken a step backwards. At their last appointment, a week previously, she had been in a much better frame of mind, and had opened up a little more to him. Drake confidently expected her to accept the Landshaven post within the next couple of weeks, after which, he could move on to preparing her for a return to work.
Despite warnings from Dr Southam that she was still at a stage of finely balanced indecision, Iris had pressed too hard, and Sam had slipped back into her previous mood of surliness, and was refusing to cooperate or even speak to the staff once again.
In relating the tale, Iris was full of apology, in response to which, Drake vented some of his annoyance on her, delivered in a forthright lecture on the need to read his reports closely, and not put groundless interpretations on them. He was due to see Sam in a little over twelve hours, and he anticipated a torrid time at Peace Garden.
Climbing the steep hill out of Howley centre, turning onto Moor Heights Lane, his turgid thoughts mumbling and grumbling, only half his mind on his driving, all he really wanted for now was to get in the house, take a quick shower, and flake in front of the fire until Becky got home at about eleven o’clock.
He passed the last of his neighbours, almost half a mile from his home, and the area plunged into darkness as the last of the sparse streetlights disappeared behind him. He had always thought it one of the loneliest areas in the town, but then, that had been half the appeal of the place when they bought it. His job entailed dealing with people; so did Becky’s. What better antidote than living in splendid isolation on the edge of the moors?
The address was 196 Moor Heights Lane, which had long been a puzzle to him. How had the powers that be calculated the number? His nearest neighbours were half a mile away, and consisted of a row of cottages, numbered two to twenty-six, and according to his researches there had never been any property on the intervening land. Was his house numbered purely as a guess? Had the post office decided that it would be number 196 if someone had built on the intervening gap? Or was it simply a case that they needed a house number, and they were leaving a suitable space for future building developments?
His was also the last house on the road. Beyond it there was nothing but the moors, grazing land for sheep and dotted with the occasional reservoirs. There were several lanes leading off to the left, all of which led back into Howley, but only farmland and moors to the right, and straight ahead the road wound its way to the A59 in the vicinity of Bolton Abbey, one of the recognised gateways to the Yorkshire Dales.
But that very seclusion presented problems of its own, especially in the winter, and not all of them related to the weather. In the early days, they had found themselves the infrequent target of burglars, and they were compelled to invest a considerable sum of money in advanced security precautions. At the slightest hint of movement, a PIR system automatically switched on powerful lights flooding both front and rear of the house, and they stayed on for several minutes. The intruder alarm met with all the necessary legal requirements, but the house’s location in total darkness meant that the flashing blue light fixed to the front wall could be seen from river’s edge in the town centre.
It was always his policy to reverse into the broad drive. It was marginally safer than driving in, and then having to reverse out onto the lane. As he pulled past, he noticed a Renault Clio parked thirty yards further on, and the alarms began to ring in his head. Intruder.
Other than a breakdown, or workmen repairing the dry stone walls and fences, there was nothing out here which would account for a car parked on the roadside, but in this instance, it was too late in the day for any workmen, and a breakdown looked unlikely. As far as he could ascertain, there was no one in the car, and in this day and age of the mobile telephone, it was even less likely that the driver would leave the vehicle and go in search of a phone box, the nearest of which was almost a mile back down the lane.
Senses on full alert, he reversed into the drive, killed the engine, and flipped the switch to unlock and open the boot. As he climbed out, the floodlights came on and brought false daylight to the concrete drive and surrounding areas.
His was a large property, and even with the security lighting on, there were many places where an intruder might hide, particularly in the deeper shadows on the inside of the dry stone walls to the left side and rear of the house. He reached into the boot and took out the wheel brace/tyre iron. Only about nine inches in length, bent at one end to facilitate the removal of the wheel nuts, it was nevertheless forged of steel, and it would be enough to persuade unwelcome visitors that the best course of action was to scram.
He took out his smartphone, activated the torch, and walked to the left corner of the house, from where he shone the light along the line of the front and side dry stone walls, adding to the illumination of the floodlights. At that distance, the torch was poor, but it was still enough to let him see that there was no one in hiding.
He switched off the torch, and made his way back to the front door, fished into his pocket for his key, and inserted it into the lock.
The door was composed of white uPVC, but there were two, decorative glass panes set into the upper quadrants. As mirrors, they were poor. Painted roses and the general frosting of the glass yielded nothing other than dim reflections, but as he inserted the key in the lock and turned it, he noticed movement in the glass. It came from behind and to his right. Whoever it was must have been hiding on the other side of the dry stone wall to the right, and he had climbed over while Drake had his back turned to check the side and rear gardens. Now, according to his estimate, the intruder stood at the front of his car.
He began to turn.
There was no sound. The first Drake knew of anything was intolerable pain radiating from the back of his left shoulder, accompanied by a thud as the knife hacked through his jacket and shirt, and sank into the muscles on the outside of his shoulder blade.
With a cry, he fell to the ground, dropped the tyre iron and reached frantically for the source of pain. It was beyond the reach of his right hand, and the agony in his left arm made twisting it up his back all but impossible.
Footsteps padded rapidly towards him. The attacker coming at a sprint. The Anagramist. The words rang through Drake’s pain-ridden mind. Before he could turn over, the assailant’s hand pressed his back, and he gripped the knife, sending fresh spears of torture through his prone victim.
He lowered his head close to Drake’s ear.
“I’ll kill them all. I’ll make every one of them pay for what your father did to mine. Including that crazy bitch in Leeds. I thought you’d want to know that before I send you to Hell.”
Through the blinding fury of pain, Drake realised he had only a matter of seconds to save his life. The tyre iron was still within reach of his right hand. He gripped it, and ignoring the agony of movement, half-rolled to his right. He had a blurred glimpse of a balaclava-covered head. He brought the wheel brace round. It smacked into the side of the attacker’s head. Through the thick wool of his balaclava, the Anagramist screamed, released the knife still buried in Drake’s shoulder, and rolled away.
Drake, too, rolled, and pinning his left arm to his side, struggled to his knees, but by then, the attacker was gone, running hell for leather from the drive to his parked Renault.
He was tempted to go after him, but even the smallest of movements was intolerable cruelty. He collapsed to the ground outside the door. Unconsciousness threatened to overtake him. If he blacked out in these near freezing conditions, there was no telling whether he would ever recover. Ignoring the torture, he dug out his phone, unlocked the screen, and punched the speed dial for Becky.
“Yo, Wes, what’s cooking?”
His voice was not much better than a strangled gasp. “Hurt. Stabbed. Anagramist. At home.”
“Jesus. I’m on my way.”
“No. Need an ambulance. Ambulance, Becky. Quick.”
And with that, oblivious to his partner’s repeated appeals coming from the telephone speaker, his eyes closed and he floated into blessed darkness.
***
A mile along the road, the Anagramist pulled into a passing place, climbed out of the Renault, removed the fake number plates, and dropped them in the boot. He would need to dispose of them properly, but that could wait.
His face ached where Drake had struck him, and when he got back in the car he removed the balaclava. A check in the cockpit mirror revealed a large bruise on his cheek.
He was seething. His planning was meticulous. He had been tailing Drake for most of the day, and when he confirmed his target’s late shift, and that of his partner, he had made his way to Moor Heights Lane and crouched in the darkness of the dry stone wall outside Drake’s property, waiting, biding his time.
Everything planned to the last detail… but one.
He had not anticipated Drake’s resilience; his tolerance of pain. It was an imponderable. Different people reacted differently. Scratch one person with a fingernail, and they would scream the house down. Jam a knife deep into a muscular area like the shoulder of another target, they would pull the knife out and turn it on you. At best, he could only estimate, and he had guessed that Drake would be tough, but not that tough.
The knife’s trajectory was dead on target, which was an excellent shot from a range of fifteen feet. But the bastard turned at the last second, and instead of hitting him square in the back, it sank into his shoulder. Even then, Drake dropped to the ground as the Anagramist had anticipated, allowing him to cover the gap between them in a couple of seconds.
According to his estimates, Drake should have been on the verge of unconsciousness; but he was not. He still had the wherewithal to bring the hooked wheel brace into play. And it hurt.
With hindsight he should have suppressed the pain, and gone on with his plan: remove the knife, and sliced Drake’s neck open. But the move took him by such surprise that he panicked, turned and fled, and now he’d made life doubly difficult for himself. He’d given Drake a hint of his underlying motive, and his skill in delivering knives from a distance.
Pulling away from the layby, accelerating further along the road and looking for the first turn back to Howley, he counted his blessings. Luckily, there were contingencies in place. Drake was officially target number three, but he could choose an alternative or, at a pinch, bring number five forward, and slot Drake in at that point.
His anger decided him. Drake, he concluded, as the lights of Howley appeared a mile ahead, would have to suffer for this evening’s audacity. And this time, that sufferance would not be the painful drifted into eternity, but the agony of losing someone else.
Fifteen minutes after driving hurriedly away from Drake’s place, he tucked his car into the parking place behind his dingy home, and let himself into the house. A little while later, tending his minor injuries, applying ointment to the bruises, he smiled at his reflection. He was still confident of ultimate victory.
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Chapter Eighteen
 
Light filtered in only slowly. At first it was nothing more than a distant, grey blur, offsetting the total blackness of a dreamless sleep. It began to grow in strength, gradually increasing until colours of the longer wavelengths, the browns and reds, began to appear soon followed by the more general spectrum, the blues, greens, yellows. And as his vision cleared, other senses were kick-started: the mutter of voices, the rattle of… something, assaulted his ears, the roughened, parched surface of his tongue, the pressure of something attached to his index finger, and then there was the faint tang of antiseptics in his nostrils.
He carried out a mental examination of himself. He lay on his right side, and he could feel the pressure of his left knee on the right. He wiggled his toes, moved his fingers, flexed his right hand. Everything seemed to be normal. He made an effort to roll onto his back.
Agony!
He gave an involuntary cry, and there was a sudden flurry of activity. A door opening, a pair of dark blue coveralls fronted by a white, disposable apron, hands, encased in similarly disposable gloves, fussed with machinery, a clipboard detached from that same machinery, and a pen scrawling across it.
“Take it easy, Mr Drake.” A soft, concerned, female voice, flooded with reassurance. “You’re all right now.”
Hospital. That’s where he was. He squeezed his eyes tight shut, shook his head to clear it, and once again suffered unimaginable pain in his left shoulder. He winced and suppressed the urge to protest again. When he opened his eyes, he became aware that the light was not artificial. It was daylight, flooding in through a window.
How did he come to be here? Had he been in some kind of accident?
The nurse rolled back the sheets covering him, and once again fussed, this time at his left shoulder, gently peeling away a dressing. She was behind him, and he was unable to see exactly what she was doing, but he felt the sting of a saline solution, heard the tearing of a fresh sterile dressing, and then the niggling as she applied it to his skin.
In the meantime, the memories assailed him. The hammer of the knife driving into his back, the manic tones of the Anagramist, the wheel brace, the crack against the side of his enemy’s face. His screams, the Anagramist’s cries, and the blinding, inconceivable agony.
He glanced around as far as he could see. A complex machine, its information fed by the clamp attached to his finger, read out his vital signs. Even as he looked at it, a blood pressure cuff on his left arm began to inflate, increasing the pain in his shoulder. An intravenous drip stood to alongside the machine, feeding… whatever it was feeding into a cannula in the back of his hand. As far as he could tell, he wore only a hospital gown, and there was no sign of his clothing. A carafe of water stood on the bedside cabinet, beyond his reach, reminding him of his raging thirst.
The nurse came round, and crouched to look him in the eye. A pretty, Asian face, her almond eyes reassuring, matching the pleasant smile on her lips.
“You’ve been in the wars, Mr Drake, but you’re safe now. Would you like a cup of tea?”
“Yes, please.” His voice was an unrecognisable croak, a caricature of his normal, mellifluous tenor, almost as if it was someone else speaking. “And I’ll need the police.”
“They’re already here. One of them’s been here all night.”
Becky. He knew without being told.
The nurse left. He threw back the sheets, and made to sit up. His shoulder reminded him of the trauma, and he gave up the attempt.
The door opened, and Becky and Kirsty stepped in. His partner rushed to him, cradled his face in her hands, smothered him with kisses until he hinted that she should back off.
She sat alongside him, holding his hand, her free hand applying a tissue to her tears.
Kirsty was just as concerned, but emotional detachment made her more practical. “We’re going to need a statement, Wes, the moment you feel up to it.”
With his eyes, he indicated the carafe of water. Becky poured a small glass, held it to his lips, and let him drink. It felt good. It cleared the fur from his tongue, lubricated his vocal chords.
He cleared his throat. “Right now, we have more important matters to think about. What time is it?”
Becky made an effort to soothe him. “Don’t worry about the time. You’re going nowhere in a hurry. I’ve already told Quentin, and—”
He cut her off. “I don’t care about Quentin. I have an appointment at eleven, and I have to rearrange. What time is it?”
Kirsty checked her watch. “Half past eight.”
“Get me my phone. Please, Becky, this is urgent.”
While Becky looked in the bedside cabinet (where she had put his personal affects the night before) Kirsty asked, “Who is so important that you have to go to this trouble? Becky can rearrange—”
He interrupted her, too. “I can’t tell you. It’s confidential, but knowing what I know, it’s more urgent than it was yesterday.”
Becky found his smartphone, handed it to him, and with some difficulty, he unlocked the screen, and hit the speed dial for Iris Mullins.
“Wesley. What the hell are you doing ringing at this time of day? I’m still at home.”
Drake cleared the fog from his mind. “The Anagramist. He hit me last night. I chased him off, but I’m in hospital. I’m due to see our special friend later today, and I’m not gonna make it. But, he mentioned her. The Anagramist, I mean. She’s a target.”
“Oh my God. How did he find her?”
“Not a question I can answer right now. You need to double up on her security. I’ll get to see her tomorrow, if I can find a chauffeur. Becky will oblige I’m sure, but that will necessarily involve bringing her and others into our confidence.”
“I’m not entirely happy with that.”
“It has to be, Iris.”
In order to divert him from matters of security, she switched tack. “Are you badly injured?”
“I’ll survive.”
“And will you be able to see her tomorrow?”
“Yes. I’m sure of it.” He glanced at Becky’s disapproving features. “Others may not be so happy, but I’ll get there one way or another.”
“All right. Leave it with me. I’ll speak to Lumsden, and let you know.”
Drake cut the call, handed the phone to Becky, and began, “Right. I’ll need clothing—”
His partner cut him off. “Not right. You’ve been stabbed. You need to stay here for at least the next twenty-four hours, and even then, you’re going nowhere.”
“Becky, if I have to, I’ll sign myself out. Our man made a mistake last night. He opened his mouth before he realised that he was dealing with someone who was more than a match for him. “He’s threatened…” He glanced at Kirsty, reminded himself of the secrecy surrounding Sam Feyer’s identity and location. “He’s threatened one of my most important clients. Hence the call to Iris. I don’t have time to hang about in hospital, and whatever damage he’s done, I’m sure I’ll cope with it.”
Watching the exchange, Kirsty asked for the second time, “Who is this client, Wes?”
“I said, I can’t tell you. Not that I don’t want to, but I can’t. Her identity and location are subject to high levels of secrecy.”
Kirsty pursed her lips and nodded her understanding. “Gangland witness, probably. All right, let’s forget that for the moment, and tell us what happened last night.”
The nurse brought him a welcome cup of tea, and furnished the two women with similar, and while he drank, allowing the hot, sweetened brew to infuse him with fresh energy, he gave them a detailed account of the previous night’s attack. On occasion, Kirsty stopped him to ask pertinent questions, which he answered to the best of his ability, stressing that most of his ideas on the Anagramist’s approach, were no better than intelligent guesswork.
“The one thing I’m absolutely sure of, the one thing you may be able to look into, is his method. If you remember, I couldn’t understand how he was able to sneak up on his victims without alerting them. He’s a knife-thrower. Worse than that, he’s an expert. He’s throwing from fifteen, maybe twenty feet, but his aim was bang on target, and if I hadn’t seen his reflection, if I hadn’t begun to turn, I would have been victim number three.”
Shock registered on Becky’s face. Busily making notes, Kirsty was a little more sceptical. “Are you sure about this, Wes? I mean, you were under attack, and the mind—”
Not for the first time he interrupted. “How do you think he got close enough to me? If he’d been running at me, I would have heard him, I would have seen his reflection. He threw the knife. I don’t know whether it helps, but you should check into known knife-throwers.”
She made an effort to placate him. “Okay, okay. I’ll look into it when I get back to the station. Is there anything else you can tell us?”
“His car. It’s an old Renault Clio.”
“Registration?”
Drake shook his head sadly. “I wasn’t taking enough notice. I was more concerned with his whereabouts when I was backing into the drive. I can tell you it’s on a 53 plate and the first two letters of the registration are either, BA or SA.”
Kirsty made more notes. “Birmingham or Glasgow. I’ll check with the DVLA, see if we can track any down in this area. Anything else?”
“Yes. One more thing. It seems he’s motivated by something my father did against his. I’ll get in touch with the old man a little later this morning.”
“No point,” Becky interjected. “I rang him first thing, and he’s on his way back from London. He’ll be here about two this afternoon.”
“In that case, I’ll go see him. Now do me a favour, and get me some clothing and a doctor. I’m out of here.”
As if demonstrating his determination, he removed the sensor from his finger. The machine bleeped for attention, and a moment later the nurse returned.
“Mr Drake—”
“I don’t want you to think I’m unappreciative of your work, but I don’t have time to laze around here. If you could remove this plumbing—” He indicated the cannula in the back of his hand. “—and then get me the necessary forms, I’ll discharge myself.”
A few minutes later, he was confronted with a doctor, who gave him a routine examination, and then frowned on his insistence upon signing himself out. He appeared no older than some of the college students, but Drake was only too aware that appearances could be deceptive. He was probably thirty years of age.
“We really need to keep you here, Mr Drake, for at least another night. Just to make sure there are no serious after-effects.”
Drake would not hear it. “How much damage has he done?”
“When they brought you in, the knife was still in place. We removed it, and the police have it.” The doctor nodded at Kirsty. “It was a deep wound. Hacked into the trapezius, deltoid and infraspinatus muscles. They’re grouped around your shoulder, and facilitate its general movements. Whoever jammed the knife in missed the major veins and arteries slightly higher up, so from that point of view you were lucky. We’ve stitched up the muscles and closed the wound. The internal stitches will dissolve naturally, but you’ll need to see your GP in about a week, maybe two, to have the exterior stitches removed. The wound will need cleaning and the dressing will need to be changed at least once a day. You can come here if you wish, but it’s just as easy to get your partner to do it for you. Finally, you’ll need to keep that arm immobilised until everything settles down. The nurse will put you in a sling in a few minutes, and you’ll have to use that for maybe a week. Other than that, painkillers like ibuprofen or co-codamol if you prefer, should help ease your pain. But really, you should stay with us, at least for one more night. Shock, you know. It can do strange things to you.”
“I appreciate your concern, but seriously, I don’t have time. Could you please finish whatever you need to do, and get me my clothing?”
The doctor shrugged. “On your head be it. You’ll have to sign a waiver.”
“I’ll sign a cheque if it’ll help get me out of here.”
With the nurse’s assistance, he creaked into a sitting position, and she applied a sling before he dressed. His shirt was covered in blood, ruined, and while there was less on his jacket, it too was cut, and would need throwing away. He struggled to get one arm into his jacket, and Becky fastened the buttons, leaving the other arm on the outside. And while this was going on, she admonished him for refusing to stay under observation for another night.
“I don’t think this is wise, Wes.”
He would not admit that every movement was agony. “Wisdom comes with age. I’m not old enough to be wise yet. Right now, we have to get on our friend’s trail, and I have to make arrangements to secure the life of one of my clients.”
 



Chapter Nineteen
 
It would be one of the most painful and uncomfortable days Drake could ever remember.
Riding in the passenger seat of Becky’s compact Citroen, he felt every bump and pothole in the road, despite his partner’s best efforts to avoid them. Every twist and turn on Moor Heights Lane shot fresh spears through his tired, aching body, and each stab was magnified untold times in the area of the wound. By the time they got home, where a CSI team were busy at the front of the house, he was all but exhausted; the minimal effort required to get out of the hospital and into the car, had sapped what little energy he had left.
Once in the house, Becky followed him up the stairs (purely to ensure that it did not faint and fall back down) and saw him into bed, and in a matter of minutes, he had drifted into much-needed sleep.
It was almost two o’clock when he woke, and once again the wound made its presence felt.
Determined to ignore it, he washed and shaved, dressed as best he could, and made his way downstairs to find Becky in the kitchen, along with Chief Superintendent Lumsden, DCI Adamson, and Kirsty.
There was some fuss from them, asking after his well-being. He returned their platitudes with reassurance, Becky furnished him with a bowl of cereal and a cup of coffee, and as he ate, Lumsden explained their presence.
“Primarily, Wes, we need a formal statement from you, and I felt it was better for us to come here than drag you to the station. Above and beyond that, Iris rang me at nine o’clock this morning, and brought me up to speed on your work with Samantha Vaughan. She authorised me to bring Charlie and Kirsty into our confidence, and also gave me the all clear to let Becky chauffeur you to Leeds tomorrow. Apparently, she’s already spoken to Sam and explained the situation, and Sam has agreed to rescheduling your appointment.”
Drake pushed the cereal bowl to one side, and with some difficulty broke two ibuprofen tablets from a bubble pack. He swallowed them with a large gulp of coffee, and in the light of these difficulties, he allowed Becky to put the sling in place.
“Sam is in a very delicate condition. She’s finely balanced between progress and regression, and I don’t want too many high-flying detectives swamping her. All the same, we need to look into the possibility of her husband employing the Anagramist to do his dirty work.”
The announcement, extreme as it was, produced a predictable round of complaints, the most vociferous from Adamson. Drake, struggling to maintain his grip on the discussion whilst combating his body’s protests, waited for it to die down.
“You’re detectives, I’m not. You know the score better than I do, and you’re the people who know not to leave any stone unturned. The initial question we have to ask is, how the hell did the Anagramist know about her? There are several possibilities, the most likely of which is that he followed me to Leeds. But even so, he can’t have got access to Peace Garden. So how did he know I was dealing with Sam?”
“It doesn’t take a lot of working out, Wes,” Kirsty said. “There are plenty of people there, and most of them have psychological as well as physical problems.”
Drake would not hear it. “He specifically said ‘that crazy bitch’. He knew I was seeing a woman. How? Again, at least two possible answers. Security procedures at Peace Garden were compromised. Don’t ask me how. You people know about these things. Alternatively, there’s a leak in Iris Mullins’ office. Iris assured me that Sam’s location is subject to unprecedented levels of secrecy.”
Again it was Kirsty who pointed out the obvious. “He didn’t name her, Wes. Are we sure—”
“I’m seeing only one female client who could possibly be described as ‘crazy’. As it happens, she doesn’t have any psychiatric or deep psychological problems. As matters stand, we don’t know if he knows her name, but it’s a risk we cannot take.”
Adamson’s lack of contribution to the debate had not gone unnoticed. As if he was suddenly aware of it, he commented now. “Don Vaughan is in a high security prison.”
Drake sighed. “I know that. But his money isn’t, and according to what I’ve been told, at least two million remains unaccounted for. How difficult do you think it would be for him to get a message to the people who work for him?”
Fatigue began to wash over him again, his body demanding more rest. Silently cursing his lack of anticipation the previous night, his stupidity and turning his back when he knew someone was in the vicinity, he shook the malaise off.
“I’m not saying I have this right. I’m saying that there is a potential threat to Sam Feyer, and we have to take that threat seriously.”
Becky, also contributing to the debate for the first time, picked up on a minor point. “Sam who?”
Once more, Drake mentally admonished himself for his error. “I’m sorry. You obviously don’t know. She’s abandoned her married name, and reverted to her maiden name. If anyone uses the name Vaughan when referring to her, she can be quite short with them. To get back to what I was saying, we have to take this threat seriously. I’ll speak to Sam tomorrow, and take her views on board.”
The detective in Adamson came to the fore. “Putting all that aside, the Anagramist has miscalculated, hasn’t he?”
Drake agreed. “Badly. He was cocksure. Certain that I was a dead man, which is why he opened his mouth, and in doing so, he’s given us information which we might not otherwise have had. We know that he’s a knife-thrower, and a skilled one at that. We know that he has more targets in mind. Although he mentioned no names, Sam’s not his only target. Again I quote, ‘I’ll kill them all’.”
“And your father’s involved somewhere along the line.”
Drake felt his features darken. “I need to speak to Dad.” He took in their bland looks of disapproval. “He’s an MP, and with the best will in the world, you people might be more intimidated by him than I am. When we’re through, I’ll get Becky to run me to his place, and see what he might be able to tell us. In the meantime, you should start looking at people skilled in the art of throwing a knife.”
“We’re already on with that,” Kirsty assured him. “Not many in this area… at least, not many with a record.”
Drake hastened to put her right. “Knife throwing isn’t restricted to the bad boys. It’s also a sport and a form of entertainment. Please, don’t ignore any possible avenue of investigation.”
The debate came to an end. Weakness, general debilitation gradually overtaking him, Drake gave a formal statement, concentrating only on the facts, which Kirsty wrote out, and asked him to sign. After which, he excused himself, and made his way back into bed.
***
A couple of miles away, the Anagramist applied more topical ointment to the bruises on the left side of his face, and fumed at the local news on TV.
The police had made much of the attack on Drake, and especially the manner in which he had survived. It sent the Anagramist’s already fragile temper to new heights and it took a lot of effort to bring it back under control.
In doing so, he recalled the advice he had read in a renowned SAS officer’s biography. “The secret to planning is maintaining self-control. Losing your cool runs the risk of losing sight of your objective.”
Well, his objective was vengeance, plain and simple.
Drake was lucky. Only after the event did the Anagramist realised the inadvisability of both location and timing. In his single-minded determination to take Drake out, he had forgotten the power of those security lights, and the blurred mirror effect of those frosted panes in the front door. It was a mistake he would not repeat.
Well, Drake would still pay, and that desire for icy revenge would be satisfied.
 



Chapter Twenty
 
Drake had been asleep less than an hour when Becky disturbed him. “Your dad’s here. Want me to bring him up or will you see him downstairs?”
He creaked into a sitting position, winced and made an effort to rotate his shoulder. It was still too early. The pain was almost intolerable. “I’ll come down. Give me a minute or two.”
Compelled to sleep on his right side, he had not removed the sling. With it in place, undressing was simple, but dressing was a different proposition, one that was almost impossible.
He put on a pair of jogging pants, slipped his feet into a pair of carpet slippers, but putting on a T-shirt proved one step too far, and in the end, he carried it downstairs, where Becky helped him under the watchful eye of his father.
Age 66, Ted Drake still cut an impressive figure. Almost as tall as his youngest son, his healthy head of dark hair had begun to grey at the sideburns and temples, but that aside, the eyes still shone with the innate intelligence of a career solicitor and politician.
The incumbent MP for Howley, he had held both the constituency and the respect of his electorate for almost twelve years, and had been re-elected several times. The last election had seen him returned with an increased majority – a factor of the opposition’s dithering on Brexit – and not for the first time he had been offered a junior ministerial post, but as he had done in the past, he refused.
Notwithstanding his professional education and standing, he still spoke with a basic, broad Yorkshire accent, and he did not mince words.
“What the hell kind of mess have you got yourself into, lad?”
Drake had said earlier that the police might find themselves intimidated by Ted. His youngest son was not, and responded with similar candour. “Not one of my making, Dad. In fact, if the Anagramist is telling it like it is, it’s one of your making.”
Becky place cups of coffee before the two men, and sat alongside her partner. “There’s no need for that, Wes.”
“Unfortunately, Becky, you’re wrong. There is a need for it.” Aware that his irritation had as much to do with his pain as anything the Anagramist had said, he turned on his father. “According to our friendly neighbourhood psychopath, he’s on a trail of revenge for something you did to his father.”
With all the skill of a lifetime confronting antagonists, both legal and political, Ted brushed aside his son’s annoyance. “Without knowing his name, how am I supposed to know who we’re talking about. Listen, lad, I’m a lawyer, I’m an MP. I make friends and enemies like that.” He clicked his fingers. “You need to narrow it down a bit.”
Drake sucked in his breath, and immediately wished he hadn’t. Expanding his lungs moved his left shoulder, and pain sliced through the stitched wound like a scimitar. He cursed softly and allowed the pain to settle.
“I didn’t come here to get into an argument with you. I came to see how you're getting on, and if you’re not up to this, say so. We can do it later.”
Drake shook his head. “We don’t have time. Lives are at stake. Listen, Dad, have you ever come across anyone, upset anyone who might have been skilled in knife-throwing? Or had a son who could throw knives?”
There was a moment of complete silence before the old man began to chuckle softly to himself. “Well, well, well. Maurice Glenn. I don’t believe it.”
Drake and Becky exchanged blank stares.
Ted brought himself together. “I haven’t always been a stuffed shirt, you know. I sowed my share of wild oats when I was a lad.” He concentrated on Becky. “My dad was an Oxford man. I never cut the mustard. A bit like Robert and Wes.” He nodded at his son. “Hannah made it, but she was always brighter than me or either of her brothers.”
Drake sighed again. “Is this going anywhere, Dad, or are we just having a wander down the Drake family memory lane?”
“I’ll get there. Trust me. Anyway, I did my university time in Newcastle. Tyneside. And in my fresher year, I met a young fella, Maurice Glenn. He was from somewhere the other side of the Pennines. Liverpool or Blackpool or Southport or somewhere like that. Maurice and I got together and formed a comedy double act.”
Drake smiled grimly at the thought. Less respectful, Becky laughed out loud. “I’m sorry, Ted, but the thought of you on stage as one half of a comedy act is a bit, er, mind-boggling.”
Ted took the comment in his stride. “I’m talking in the years before alternative comedy. We were more Morecambe and Wise than French and Saunders. And we were quite successful.” He laughed again. “We used to do this skit. I was taller than Maurice, so I played the stern schoolmaster, and he was the naughty boy. And I’d say, ‘what is the definition of polygamist’, and he’d reply, ‘a parrot lost in the fog, sir’, and then I’d look down my nose at him and say, ‘for your ignorance, take five hundred lines. A polygamist is a man with many wives’, and he’d say, ‘I thought that was a glutton for punishment, sir’.”
Ted dissolved into hearty laughter, Becky laughed along with him, and even Drake was compelled to smile.
“Very funny. What does this have to do with the Anagramist, Dad?”
“Nothing. You asked about knife throwers. Fact is, Maurice and I were very popular. We put turns on in the student union, and we did our share of gigs in the local social and working men’s clubs. We didn’t make a lot of money, but what we did make helped supplement our grants. Maurice was on some kind of a performing arts course, and as we came up to finals, he wanted us to turn professional, but I turned him down. I was never destined to be anything but a lawyer and a politician. He was quite, er, pissed off with me – excuse my French, Becky – and after finals, I never saw or heard from him again, until a few years ago. About five, ten years ago, he was accused of rape. He got away with it. The woman was drunk at the time. He wouldn’t get away with it now, of course, but back then, he escaped by the skin of his teeth. A year or two later, another woman accused him, and this time he was charged, tried, and found guilty. He got life, and committed suicide while he was inside. That’d be, oh, two or three years ago.”
“Life?” Becky’s eyebrows shot up. “For rape?”
“While he was under interrogation, he confessed to the murder of a Howley family back in the early seventies. Never told anyone where the bodies were. He said he’d buried them out on the moors. Again, it was a case of rape, but it was at knifepoint. The police knew nothing about it. Oh, they knew the family had disappeared, but there was nothing to indicate that they’d been murdered. They lived in an old house on Harrogate Lane.” Ted shrugged. “As far as I’m aware, it’s been empty ever since. You know what people are like. They say it’s haunted.”
Drake’s frown was a signal that he was engaging his memory. “I think I know the place. Canary House, isn’t it? Don’t you remember, Becky? We looked at it when we were looking for a house, but we decided against it. It needed too much work to bring it up to spec.”
Becky nodded. “I remember. I also remember the police checking the place out after Maurice Glenn’s confession. I don’t think it was as far back as you said, Ted. Less than a year, in fact. We didn’t find anything there. No one’s been inside the place for years, and the council keep talking about a compulsory purchase order so they can demolish it.”
“Complicated,” Ted said. “You have to establish who owns it, and as far as I’m aware, the only surviving member of the family couldn’t be traced.”
“All this is very interesting,” Drake pointed out, “but was this Maurice Glenn a knife thrower by any chance?”
The old man responded to his son’s question. “As a matter of fact, he was. After Newcastle, he turned professional. I know that for a fact. I mean, he never contacted me again, but I remember an interview with him in one of the Sunday tabloids in which he blamed an unnamed fellow student for his lack of success. You see, he wasn’t stupid. If he’d named me, I’d have sued. He was never outstanding, and he did a lot of work in small theatres, seaside resorts and what have you. He called himself – let me see if I get this right – Grand Vizier Mauricio.” Ted laughed again. “He dressed like something out of One Thousand And One Nights. You know. Flouncy shirt and trousers, curled up slippers, all complete with a silly bloody turban. Anyway, a part of his act was mind reading, and he’d guess someone’s name. There are any number of tricks these showmen use to get the name of an audience member. But, here’s the rub. He didn’t write the name down. He had a board with all the letters of the alphabet on it, and he’d throw knives at the board, spelling out the name.”
Astonishment registered on the faces of his two listeners.
“But he wasn’t very successful?” Becky observed.
“He managed to go through life without making a serious dent on the nation’s consciousness. He appeared on TV a time or two, but most people – and you’d know more about this than anyone, Wes – most people couldn’t stand him personally. He always came on too heavy with the women. If he bought a lass a drink, he’d expect her knickers in his pocket five minutes later. He was the same at university, and it got him into no end of trouble, but most of the time that amounted to a girl slapping him across the face. And, you know, the men in some of those working men’s clubs were serious hard cases. Maurice got us into some serious scrapes in those places. Aside from the call of the law and the general insecurity of the entertainment industry, that was one of the reasons why I’d never consider a professional partnership with him. He really believed he was God’s gift to women, and that getting his legover wasn’t a matter of choice but his right. When I read about his conviction, it was no surprise to me.”
“You were never called as a witness in his trial?”
In response to Becky’s question, Ted shook his head. “I couldn’t have been a witness for the defence, because I’d have been compelled to tell the truth, and the truth would sink him. I could have been called for the prosecution, but no one ever contacted me. Like I say, I followed it in the papers.”
Drake had switched off from the debate ever since his father’s description of Maurice Glenn’s mind reading act. Now he picked up on it. “You say he’s dead?”
“Topped himself while he was in Leeds prison.”
“And this is a couple of years ago?”
Ted reply was vague. “Becky says different.” He concentrated on her. “If you check with police records, you’ll pin the date down precisely.” He swung back to his son. “He’s not your Anagramist, and to my knowledge he never married, but I could be wrong about that.”
“If he had a son, it would explain an awful lot.” Drake was speaking almost to himself. “A son who was trained to throw knives, someone who grew up under the shadow of his father’s resentment for you. It makes sense.” He, too, concentrated on Becky. “Would it be difficult to track down?”
“Probably. Not impossible. We really need to speak to Charlie Adamson or Kirsty.”
Ted advised caution. “I think you’re whistling in the wind. I don’t know what this silly bugger, the Anagramist’s playing at, but it’s not likely to be anything to do with Maurice Glenn. Look into it, by all means, but I think your CID people are better off trusting their usual procedures.” Once again, he focused on his son. “And you should be taking it easy. All right, I know you think you’re a tough cookie, but by all accounts that’s a nasty wound you’ve got there, and you need to rest up, let it heal properly. Nicking serial killers like this nutter is a job for the cops, not you.”
Drake was not unappreciative of his father’s concerns, but as he pointed out, he had more to worry about. “You know me, Dad. I can’t sit idly by while other people are under threat. Ignoring last night, he’s killed two people, neither of whom, I’m willing to bet, have anything to do with the tale you’ve just told us. How many more will he kill while I’m feeling sorry for myself? No, I can’t leave it to the cops. Judging by what you’ve just said, and taking into account last night’s business, this is personal.” His grim features darkened even further. “And he’d better hope the police get to him before I do or there won’t be much left for them to prosecute.”
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Chapter Twenty-One
 
Sam could not help a display of concern when Drake, his left arm in the sling, the empty sleeve of his overcoat into his pocket, walked into her room at eleven o’clock the following morning.
“I saw it on the television yesterday, and of course, Iris rang to tell me most of what had happened. Are you all right?”
Drake was grateful for her concern, but at the same time dismissive of it. “As right as a one-armed man can be. Ask the machete-challenging patient here. I’m sure he’ll tell you what it’s like.”
It was a calculated comment, designed to remind her of the infirmities suffered by her fellow patient, the one she so cynically regarded.
She did not respond, and he pressed on. “The game’s changed, Sam. Our man made a mistake coming for me, but he was so sure of himself that he shot his mouth off. He made a veiled threat against someone who could be you.”
Light dawned in her eyes. “Ah. So that’s what Iris was talking about when she said she had to let the Howley police know of my whereabouts.”
“Correct.” Drake flapped his useless arm. “I had to be chauffeured here. My partner’s been given a few days compassionate leave. Just until I get rid of the sling. She’s downstairs now and she needs to speak to you.”
The effect on her was instant and not entirely unexpected. “Forget it. I told you when we first started—”
Drake cut her off. “Up to press I’ve done everything you’ve asked. I haven’t hassled you, I haven’t pressured you, I haven’t argued, I haven’t tried to kick your backside. Instead, I’ve gone along with you, all the way to agreeing that if you need to tell Iris to go to hell, I’ll hold your hand while you do it. But things have changed, Sam. There is a threat, albeit unconfirmed, on your life. Becky is officially off duty, but right now she’s speaking to the management here, trying to ascertain how the Anagramist could have learned who and where you are. Becky will not be involved in your counselling. That will go ahead without her. But she has questions she needs to put to you. She’s not working for Iris Mullins, she’s not going to try to persuade you to Landshaven. I wouldn’t allow that. But she needs answers to these questions, and only you can provide them.”
She took a long time coming to a decision. For a moment Drake thought that she might have retreated within herself, but eventually she spoke up. “I have your guarantees on all of that?”
“You do.”
She drew in a breath. “Very well. I’ll speak to her. But if she strays off the point, I’ll hold you responsible.”
Drake ignored the threat, reached into the wardrobe and took out her coat. “It’s cold. You’ll need this for when we wander round the grounds.”
During the time he had spent with Sam, Becky had already spoken to the senior staff all of whom denied that there had been any attempt by unauthorised persons to either gain access or seek the identities of their patients. When Drake joined her, he insisted that they check the CCTV footage from the front entrance for the days he had visited Sam, and while they set about getting it together, he, Sam and Becky retired to the dining room, took the window table, and Drake had to persuade the staff to bring tea for them, pleading his inability to carry the tray thanks to his injured arm.
While they waited, Becky spoke briefly with the uncommunicative Sam, reiterating what Drake had said.
“Our concern, Sam – you don’t mind if I call you Sam, do you – is that this unconfirmed threat is aimed at you, and I need the answer to a few questions. That’s all. The rest of the session will be down to Wes and yourself, and it’s no concern of mine.”
With Drake there to support the both of them, Sam opened up a little bit. “As long as your questions don’t go too far off line, Sergeant.”
“Becky, please. If I live to be forty, I’ll never understand why I went for the stripes. I hate being called Sarge.” Sipping from her teacup, she consulted her notes. “Over the past few weeks, during the time you’ve been consulting with Wes, say, have you had any unsolicited calls or letters or emails, any communication with anyone you didn’t know?”
“No. In fact, the only calls I’ve had and the only calls I’ve made are to and from Iris, and Wes.”
Becky made a note. “You may or may not be able to answer this next question, but we do have to take it into account. There is a remote chance that your husband—”
“Ex-husband.”
Becky acquiesced. “I beg your pardon. There is a remote chance that your ex-husband may have offered money to anyone willing to eliminate you.”
Sam’s reaction surprised even Drake. She laughed aloud. Over the past four weeks, he had seen her smile, chuckle, giggle, but never laugh so harshly or loudly.
“Nonstarter.”
Becky frowned. “You sound very certain.”
Taking a sip of tea, Sam leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. “How well do you know Wes?”
Uncertain where the question was leading, Becky’s reply was slightly hesitant. “Better than anyone else, I think. Better than his own father knows him. We’ve been together for six, seven years now.”
“Then credit me with the same knowledge of my husband. He and I were married for eight years. There’s nothing I don’t know about him, from the size of his dick to the size of his shoes. He was a good detective and an excellent manager. He knew how to delegate. But there was one area where he would never rely on anyone else. Revenge.”
Becky was about to respond, but a silent signal from Drake told her to keep quiet.
He was proven right when Sam pressed on. “When someone crossed him, he took it personally, and dealt with it. When it came to his criminal activities, the Asian family he burned to death, threatened to grass him up, and he dealt with it personally. The East European who tried to short-change him, finished up with a knife in the back. Don dealt with it personally. And I assume you’re aware of what happened to Geoff Eggleston. We had him bang to rights, and in order to save his skin, he told us everything. He was the one who fingered Don, and the team in charge of the investigation made the mistake of releasing Eggleston on police bail. Don met with him one night and put a bullet in his head. Trust me on this, Becky. If Don Vaughan wants me dead, he’ll come after me in person. But he can’t, can he? He’s in Durham for the next twenty-five years, and by the time he gets out, I’ll be too old to worry about it.”
Becky hurried to make the necessary notes, and eventually closed her notebook. “As far as I know, Kirsty Pollack is on her way to Durham to speak with Don.”
Sam pursed her lips. “Wasting her time, but obviously, if there is a suspicion, she needs to interview him. It won’t get her anywhere.”
“And that’s all I need from you, Sam. Except to say, if you do get any unsolicited calls or emails, please let us know.”
“I will. Now, tell me about Wes. Is he really as self-centred as he tries to make me believe?”
Becky laughed, Sam smiled, and Drake allowed the patter between the two women. To his knowledge, Becky was the only other person she had spoken to at length since her arrival at Peace Garden, and while it was not really his place to encourage it, neither would he put a stop to it.
When they had finished their tea, he asked Becky to wait either in reception or in the car while he walked the grounds with Sam.
As he promised, the day was cold, the sky overcast, threatening rain. With the sling’s support, his arm and shoulder felt more comfortable than they had the previous day, and as they walked, listening to Sam’s account of the last few days, during which she had gone slightly downhill, he suddenly felt very relaxed. Half listening to her, he examined his own internalised motivation. He was as comfortable in her company as she was in his, and the exchange with Becky had eased some of his concerns regarding her safety. The Anagramist’s threat was still there, but as long as it had no links to organised crime, then it could only be a result of his opponent having followed him, and then either taken a lucky guess or researched Sam, and there was only one way he could have done that. He had to have been sat outside the main entrance taking photographs while he and Sam left the building.
While they ambled around the gardens, where the first snowdrops had begun to sprout, she switched her attention from her problems to ask about the Anagramist, and (as long as he was prepared to talk about it) the attack upon him forty-eight hours previously.
Without going into too great detail, he told her of the progress or lack of it so far, and gave her an overview of his tussle with the killer outside his front door. He then detailed his father’s account of Maurice Glenn.
Her response surprised him. “I remember him. I saw him in, I think, Great Yarmouth. Must be, oh, fifteen years ago. Something like that. I was on holiday with a boyfriend, and we went along to see some boy band tribute act – can’t remember which – and Maurice Glenn was one of the supporting acts. I remember his silly, mind reading act, and the way he threw knives at the letters on the board.”
“He must have been good for you to remember it.”
“Not especially. I’d forgotten all about it until you just mentioned his name. I’ll tell you what I did notice. He was very free with his hands when he had a female volunteer on stage. I remember saying to my boyfriend if he tried that on me I’d kick him where he wouldn’t want to show his mum.”
“Which confirms what my father told me about him. Apparently, he was convicted of rape and murder, and committed suicide in prison.”
“Can’t say I remember that, but if it wasn’t on our patch, why would I?” 
They walked on, passing a group of men and women on a bench. Drake was uncertain whether it was the same men and women he had seen on his second visit, but he nodded a polite greeting to them, and received vague smiles and nods in return. Sam, as she always did, ignored them completely.
“She’s a good woman, Becky.”
Her comment brought him back from his thoughts on Maurice Glenn and the patients of Peace Garden. “I think I’m lucky to have her. She keeps my feet on the ground, and as you probably guessed, she calls a spade a spade. She doesn’t pussyfoot around issues.”
“Do you think that’s important to a relationship, Wes?”
“Vital. Especially when you’re dealing with someone like me, or someone like my old man. An MP. Was it like that with Don?”
Her face fell and she grunted. “Hell, no. I let him get away with everything short of murder. He was unfaithful to me more times than you can shake a stick at, and I let him off the hook every time. They say there’s a dominant and a submissive in every relationship. You’re the expert, you tell me.”
“The terms of reference are a little strong, but yes, there tends to be a leader and a follower. Even in ours, I tend to lead, and Becky tends to follow, but to an outsider, you probably wouldn’t notice because we are quite balanced.”
“Well, between us, Don was the leader, and I followed. I loved him, Wes. I’m sure you understand that. Even through the times when he let me down, went out shagging some tart, I forgave him, and blamed myself. Not paying enough attention in bed. And when the truth about him finally came out…”
She trailed off, and when he looked at her, the tears were welling in her eyes yet again.
He took her hand. “Remember, Sam. I’m your earth connection. Ground yourself through me. I’m your anchor in reality. You’re not the first woman this has happened to, you won’t be the last. It pains me to say this, but by and large, men tend to be unreliable. Anything up to sixty percent of men admit to being unfaithful, and I suspect that even more keep dark secrets from their wives and partners. I don’t know Don Vaughan, but from the way you describe him, he’s not dumb. You learned about his infidelities, and that may very well have distracted you from his darker side, his criminal side.” He fixed her gaze with his. “You are not to blame.”
The threat of tears receded. “I’m a trained police officer. I’m supposed to be able to see these things.”
He smiled encouragement upon her. “Have you ever noticed how the closer you get to something, the less of it you see?”
Sam did not get around to answering. Drake looked up and away from her, and spotted Becky waving to him from the building.
“What’s up now?”
They picked up the pace and hurried back to the front entrance, where Becky led them inside.
“CCTV from late January,” she declared. “During one of your visits, there was a Renault Clio parked outside the main gates.”
 



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
HM Prison Durham appeared like a little army base set on the outskirts of the city, a pleasant enclave cut off from the mainstream, but part of the ambient environment surrounding it, and as she reversed into a space in the visitor car park, Kirsty had to forcibly remind herself that this place held some of the most dangerous men in Great Britain.
But if she needed a reminder, it soon became clear when they passed through the extreme caution of the reception procedures. Anything and everything which could conceivably be taken and used as a weapon, had to be handed in, including mobile phones, and even then they had to pass through an airport style scanner before being led along to a small interview room where Don Vaughan was already waiting for them, guarded by two beefy prison officers.
He looked older than his forty-four years. His hair, which Kirsty remembered as a sleek, dark mane neatly combed into place above and around his head, had begun to shed, and the sideburns were turning a delicate shade of grey. He had lost weight, but the prison uniform, a plain, light grey sweatshirt, and black trousers, was sufficiently loose upon him to bury any clue to his physical fitness. As a serving officer, he had been in if not the actual peak of physical condition, then very near to it, and old habits died hard. She suspected that he would have kept up his gym regime.
She sat opposite him, Jo Walsh alongside her, and the DC placed a pocket recorder, the one item they had been allowed to bring in with them after they had insisted. Kirsty placed a pack of cigarettes in the centre of the table, and left a disposable lighter on top of the pack. The briefest nod of her head, her eyes darting from Vaughan to the pack, she invited him to help himself.
He did so, lighting up with a steady hand, and she noticed the fingers, nails impeccably trimmed and scrubbed, the skin stained brown with nicotine.
It had been a tiring two-hour journey to Durham, a tussle with high winds, occasional showers, and the ever present high levels of traffic clogging the lanes of the A1. For Jo Walsh, it made a pleasant change from events in Howley, but at the back of Kirsty’s mind was the urgent need to track down the Anagramist.
“We’ll be recording the interview,” she told Vaughan. “You’re not under caution… yet, but you do have the right to legal counsel. You’ve declined.”
Vaughan took a deep drag on the cigarette, and blew smoke at the ceiling. “I’ve reserved the right. But I’ll tell you now, I’ll say nothing while these two are here.” He gestured languidly at the two prison officers, and Kirsty took the hint.
“Will you leave us, please?”
“Your pardon, ma’am, but the governor—”
Kirsty cut him off. “This is a formal, police interview. I don’t care what your governor says. Wait outside. You have the room covered with CCTV. If he tries anything, you can come back in.” She gave Vaughan a meaningful glance. “You’ll need to come back in to save him from me.”
Vaughan laughed. The two officers exchanged confused glances, and then left the room, closing the door behind them.
It occurred to Kirsty that Vaughan had just scored a minor victory over the prison authorities, and life inside meant that such small, infrequent triumphs were to be savoured. No doubt, he would brag about it to his fellow inmates later on.
He laid a level gaze on her and took another drag on the cigarette. “How come I never met you when I was on the force?”
“Because I don’t work with or for crooks.”
At a signal nod from her, Walsh started the recorder and took out a notebook and pen. She dictated the details into the recorder, and then handed over to Kirsty who concentrated on Vaughan.
“You’ve heard of the Anagramist killings?”
“I’ve read about them, and I’ve seen bits and pieces on telly. You want me out there to help you nick him?”
“Nope. I’m gonna be honest about this, Vaughan. I wouldn’t piss on you if you were on fire, never mind call you in to help.”
“I like you.” Vaughan crushed out the first cigarette, and took another one. After lighting up, he smiled at her again. “I always liked women with a bit of fight in them.”
“Didn’t do you any favours with Sam, did it?” Before he could respond, Kirsty pressed on. “And talking of Sam, we’ve received information that the Anagramist’s real target is her. That leads us to speculate that you might have put a contract on her.”
He laughed long and loud this time. “You’ve been watching too much television. Where do you think you are? Chicago?”
“You deny the allegation?”
He leaned across the table, and for a moment Kirsty tensed her muscles, ready to defend herself if he chose to go for her.
He did not. “Where would I get the money?”
She relaxed. “We’re not stupid, Vaughan. We know that we didn’t get all your scum friends, or recover most of the money you made. And you did threaten to waste her before you were led out of court.”
Holding up his left hand, fingers extended and closer to the thumb, he repeatedly opened and closed them in a gesture that said, ‘yap, yap, yap’. “I was mouthing off. Now listen to me, Pollack. I don’t know who this Anagramist is. He’s obviously a nutter. I’ll tell you something else. The only one who’ll waste Samantha Vaughan, will be me when I get out of this shithole.”
Kirsty dismissed the arrogance. “By the time you get out, you’ll be too old, and I wouldn’t fancy your chances against Sam. By the way, her name now is Feyer. She changed it after she was granted the divorce. And quite honestly, I don’t blame her.” She nodded at Walsh to stop the recording, and while her colleague dictated as much to the recorder, Kirsty got to her feet. “As far as I’m concerned, Vaughan, you’re the best candidate for post-natal abortion it’s ever been my misfortune to meet.”
She made to collect her cigarettes. Vaughan took a third one, and slipped it in his pocket.
“I’ll save it for later. Post-natal abortion? A euphemism for euthanasia? I’ll remember you said that, Pollack, and when I do get out of here, I might just come looking for you, too.”
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Chapter Twenty-Three
 
The knife shot through the air and embedded itself in a large, capital letter A. The volunteer nodded, and the audience applauded the entertainer’s skill.
Drake sat towards the front of the police briefing room, watching the old video recording projected onto a blank wall. Kirsty sat to his right, Adamson beyond her, and Lumsden next to the chief inspector.
Becky was noticeable by her absence. The chief superintendent had granted her compassionate leave until the end of the week, still one day away. Drake’s need for constant attention, especially cleaning and dressing his wound, coupled to the previous day’s journey to Leeds and her need to report back to her chief, had left her drained and in need of rest. At his suggestion, rather than have her drive him to the station, Kirsty was happy to collect him.
The DCC had sent in a Major Investigation Team, and there were perhaps thirty detectives in the room, but because of his familiarity with the area and the previous attacks, they were reporting to Adamson, and all needed to be properly briefed before they could set about their specialist duties. Prior to the briefing, the efforts of the Howley CID team had uncovered this footage of Grand Vizier Mauricio performing before an audience at a theatre in Torquay.
Although the amateur video was taken some time in the late 1980s, it had been secured and used in his trial. At the time of the recording, Drake guessed Glenn to be in his mid-30s. Aside from his appearance, the assumption was based upon Ted Drake’s age. For the two men to have met at university, they must have been about the same age, which, were he still alive, would make Glenn sixty-six years old now.
He sported a full head of shoulder-length, dark hair, matched by a thin beard and drooping moustache. A good-looking man dressed in what could be described as a Middle Eastern top which bared most of his muscular chest, and his arms, the muscles rippling with health and vitality, were uncovered.
No one knew better than Drake how appearance on television could be deceptive, and Glenn looked a good deal taller than his father had described him. It was only when the angle cut to a full body mid-shot that he noticed a pair of built-up heels on the man’s feet. His volunteer was a dark haired woman, perhaps a few years younger than Glenn, clad in fashionable, dun coloured, matching pants and top, the trousers flared in a style more redolent of the 70s than the 80s.
His target was a large, wooden board at least ten feet across, six feet high, upon which were printed or pinned (the quality of the recording was so poor that Drake could not tell which) the letters of the alphabet and the numbers zero to nine.
He had begun by selecting her from her seat number, drawn apparently at random from a tombola drum. Drake had no doubt that her name was already known to him in advance, probably from the ticket office, and regardless of the number he drew from the drum, a little sleight of hand would produce the necessary result. She was initially reluctant to join him on stage, but her friends, two women and one man, encouraged her, and when she stood alongside Glenn, he promised that he would read her mind and deduce her Christian name, followed by her age, and he would pick out the relevant letters and numbers with a set of professional throwing knives.
To give a level of verisimilitude to his act, he pressed the thumb and forefinger of his left hand to his forehead, and placed the flat of his right hand to hers. With his eyes tightly closed, he spent a moment ‘reading her mind’ and then backed off to the table where his knives had been laid out by a glamorous assistant. Then, one by one, he began to throw the knives.
His aim was unerring. A-N-G-E-L-A. And having spelled out her name, he picked out two numbers with his seventh and eighth knives. 2-6.
Her eyes were wide, obviously impressed with his performance. He took a microphone from his assistant, turned to face the audience, and drew the woman to him, slipping a friendly arm around her slender shoulders.
“So, according to my mind reading, you are Angela, and you’re either a pretty, twenty-six years of age, or a well preserved sixty-two.”
The absurd joke, entirely keeping with the tale of weak comedy Ted Drake had related, drew a burst of laughter from the audience, and the volunteer laughed along with them.
“So, Angela, where did I go wrong?”
He held the microphone to her, and she confirmed, “You didn’t.”
Her response drew a round of generous applause from the audience, and Glenn gave his volunteer a peck on the cheek, but as he did so, Drake’s thoughts hovered around his father’s tale, and he noticed that Glenn’s hand, his arm still around Angela’s shoulders, rested within millimetres of her left breast.
From there, the show progressed with comedy magic, some of it clearly ‘borrowed’ from well-known performers like Tommy Cooper and Paul Daniels. Now and again, the assistance of a member of the audience was required, and in each case, it was always a young, attractive woman, and Drake took particular notice of Glenn’s behaviour. He was quite tactile with these volunteers, frequently touching their bottom and/or coming close to fondling their breasts. Most of the women did not seem to notice, a factor, Drake felt, of their hyped nervousness at standing before an audience, and the only one who did seem to notice, made no comment on it but shrank away from him.
Try as he might, Drake found it impossible to watch the video dispassionately. He could not get away from his father’s opinion that Glenn was a man who considered women to be there purely for his pleasure, and had he been aware of the man earlier, the prosecution for rape would have been no surprise.
The recording ended, Lumsden asked for the lights to be turned up, and he and Adamson stood front and centre before their enhanced crew.
While they waited for the chief superintendent to begin, Kirsty whispered to Drake. “I can see how he might get her name from the ticket office, but how did he know her age?”
Drake drew on his own experience of television. “Ten to one she was in the bar before the show began, and one of the stage assistants got into conversation with her. It’s not difficult when you think about it, Kirsty.”
“Suppose he didn’t know her age?”
“Then he wouldn’t have offered to spell it out.”
The chief superintendent opened the briefing by welcoming the MIT from Divisional HQ, then ran into an overview of the current situation, and the efforts of the Howley police so far, before handing over to Adamson who introduced himself as the SIO (Senior Investigating Officer). He also introduced Kirsty as his 2IC.
He then went into a detailed account of the two individual killings, identifying the victims, specifying their age, occupation (where applicable) the locations where they were killed, and the proximity of the location to their home addresses. He spelled out their family situation and stressed that in both cases, parents, siblings, partners had all been eliminated from enquiries.
Beyond that he drew the detectives’ attention to the similarities between the methods of killing, and the pathologist’s opinion that in each case the same weapon was used; a broad-bladed, razor-sharp knife. At every stage of this process, images were projected onto the wall behind him, some of them (in Drake’s opinion) grotesque and unnecessary.
From there, Adamson turned his attention to the attack on Drake, and the information gleaned from it.
“We were lucky that Mr Drake survived this attack, and gave us information which has brought us to our present situation. Thanks to Mr Drake we learned that the Anagramist is a skilled knife thrower. Coupled to further information from Mr Drake’s father, this led us to Maurice Glenn, and our researches into the man uncovered that video recording which was used during his prosecution two years ago. Glenn is dead. That’s before we start wandering down dark alleys. Like most sex offenders, he got a good kicking in Leeds, and a few days later, he hanged himself in his cell. We’re waiting for the prison authorities to send us copies of any letters he sent or received during his time in prison. However, his history with Ted Drake, and the threat against Wesley Drake opens up the possibility of Glenn’s son taking revenge for what happened to his father. We don’t know this for certain. We’re led to understand that Glenn never married, and we’re trying to trace any marital history with Somerset House. So for the moment, although that lead is not confirmed, it’s the only one we have. But bear this in mind. When he was convicted, all Glenn’s theatrical props, including his knives were confiscated, and they’re now in the Black Museum in London. Our man – if he is Glenn’s son – had to buy new. So that’s our start point. Get round the suppliers; the cutlers, the martial arts merchants.”
He allowed the assembled officers to take in this information, and dealt with a few routine questions before nodding to an assistant officer, who switched on the projector again, and the wall behind Adamson lit up with an image of a shambling, old house.
“Canary House. An isolated farm on the outskirts of North Howley. This was the property of the Wrigglesworth family. A man, his wife, and two daughters. The entire family disappeared in the seventies. They were recluses. They didn’t have much to do with anyone, and they certainly never farmed the land even though they owned the house. At the time, we assumed that they simply moved out and disappeared. Ownership of the house is still registered to the family. During his interrogation, Glenn confessed to murdering them, but – and this is important – he insisted he killed only the father, mother and one of the daughters. He raped one of the girls at knifepoint, but he never made it clear whether she was one of the victims he killed or whether she was the daughter who remains unaccounted for. We’re currently trying to track that daughter down.”
Once again, Adamson fielded routine questions before turning his attention this time to Howley College, and spelling out the two victims’ and Drake’s links to that establishment.
Finally, after a tedious twenty minutes, he began to wrap up his briefing, bringing everyone up to date.
He fielded more questions, one of them a protest from a detective sergeant based, if Drake heard him right, in South Leeds, who didn’t know how they were supposed to follow-up on victims and targets without knowing the identity of same. Adamson’s response was to remind the detectives of discipline.
When the queries dried up, he concluded the briefing with an open-handed gesture at Drake. “This gentleman is Wesley Drake, the same person who was attacked on Monday night. He’s head of a department at Howley College, but from our point of view, he’s integral to this enquiry. Ever since the murder of Shana Kenny, the Anagramist has been emailing Mr Drake with confusing messages, which were found to identify the victims, the location, and the methods in which they died. Mr Drake was, of course, also the third target. I want to make this clear to you. Mr Drake is not a police officer. He’s acting as a civilian consultant. If you find anything you think he may need to know about, you report to myself or Inspector Pollack.” He gave Drake yet another contemptuous stare, and invited him forward.
Drake, already fuming at Adamson’s minimising of his role, took a moment to calm down.
He could see the same level of disdain on some of the faces before him. Police officers firmly convinced that this kind of investigation was their exclusive province, and people like Drake had no place in the briefing room. Adamson had told them that he was responsible for most of, if not all the information at their disposal, but Drake knew it would make no difference. He was an outsider, an interloper, a glorified teacher in a glorified school, probably a left wing do-gooder who would insist that all this maniac needed was a pat on the head and told to go away and not to be so naughty in future.
Facing the crew, he took a deep breath before addressing them. “All right, ladies and gentlemen. There’s not much I can add to what Chief Inspector Adamson has told you. But he didn’t make my position quite clear. Yes, I was a potential target, and the Anagramist failed in his attack on me. I’m a specialist in motivation and self-motivation, usually teaching in the business management field. I’m also employed as a staff and student counsellor at the college, and beyond that I’m an expert in wordplay. Words, puzzles involving words, are my bag. With additional information from your colleagues here in Howley, I unravelled these messages, useless as they may be. What I have to say now won’t make me popular, but I don’t court popularity. If you come across anything which you think might need my attention, don’t hesitate to call me directly. Of course you must report to Mr Adamson or Ms Pollack, but ring me. I don’t want to sit around with my thumb up my arse waiting for the message to reach me six hours later. Get it to me as quickly as you can.”
The announcement had the necessary effect on Adamson, and satisfied that he had kicked back, Drake went on.
“Remember also, I am a counsellor. You people are detectives. You’re hardened to this kind of crime, but when dealing with a particularly vicious and callous killer like this, if you find that the things you’re dealing with are getting to you, then speak to me. Anything you say will be in absolute confidence, and if you need any reference as to my bona fides, most of my work with the police is at the request of Chief Superintendent Lumsden and Deputy Chief Constable Mullins.”
The namedropping, he knew, would make at least some of the newcomers think twice about their superficial opinions.
He backed off and Adamson was about to take the stage again, when Lumsden intervened.
“Right, ladies and gentlemen. I think that’s it for the time being. Report to your team leaders for your individual assignments. Thank you.”
The crowd of detectives began to filter out of the room, Lumsden glowered first at Drake, then at Adamson. 
He kept his voice down but his meaning clear. “I’ve never come across crimes as bad as this, and this childish game of one-upmanship you two are playing, doesn’t help. For Christ’s sake, knock it off the both of you, and concentrate on what we need to do.”
Lumsden marched stiffly from the room, Adamson glared again and followed him, and Drake was left alone with Kirsty.
She took him to task. “I didn’t hear what the boss said, Wes, but you should grow up.”
“So should Adamson.”
“We know. But that doesn’t mean you have to meet his cock of the walk shit with some of your own.” Kirsty checked her watch. “It’s getting dark. Let’s get you home.”
 



Chapter Twenty-Four
 
It was daring. Broad daylight. The first time he’d risked it before nightfall.
Naturally, he had taken all the necessary steps to minimise that risk. Her partner was out, and it would be getting dark before he got back. Of that there was no doubt. She was alone. He was certain of that, too. The biggest risk was her reaction. She was a professional. Given the chance, she would fight. It was up to him to ensure that she could not fight.
The dry stone wall hid all but the top couple of inches of his car. After Monday’s fiasco, almost every Renault owner in Howley had been questioned, except him. Fortunately, he kept the vehicle covered except when he was using it, and anyway, the reports he’d read both online and in the local press had given out the first two (possible) letters and numbers of the registration he’d used, but it was false. It bore no resemblance to the car’s real identity. His big worry was her ability to recognise the vehicle, even from the tiny bit which showed above the dry stone wall. If she did, it was almost certain the police would be on their way before she answered the door. Indeed, if she was suspicious, she would not answer the door.
The upper part of the uniform was almost perfect. A police tunic and cap, rented from a fancy dress place in the suburbs of Bradford, and which would never be returned, and a bright lemon, Day-glo, high-visibility vest. If she checked through the window, aside from his shabby, black jeans, he would look like a police officer. The fact that she would not recognise him would mean nothing to her. Once again, the local media had reported an MIT drafted in from the nearby cities.
And his observation of the police station told him that a full briefing would be under way any time now. With the number of officers brought in, it would take a minimum two to three hours, and he knew for certain that he was there. He’d seen him arrive with that blonde detective.
With a knife tucked into the ruler pocket of his jeans, he strode boldly up the path. Confidence, whether he felt it or not, was vital, and every ounce of his body language spelled out a man who had no qualms in knocking on the door.
Metaphorically knocking on the door, that is. He pressed the bell, and through the frosted glass panes in the upper half of the door, the same glass which had given away his presence on Monday evening, he could see her moving, like a silhouette coming towards him. He drew the knife, flipped it, and held it by the point.
She would recognise him as a fake. He was certain of that. It would take perhaps half a second for her to realise what was happening. Then she would either rush towards him or turn and run away. As far as he was concerned, the only difference would be where his blade landed: in her back, like all the others, or between those proud bubs. Either would be enough to put her down.
Tension gripped him as she neared the door. He forced himself to relax.
She turned the lock and opened the door wide. Perfect. His calculations were correct. It took less than a second for her to realise exactly what was happening, but by then it was too late. His arm was already coming back, swinging forward, and the knife shot across the minimal space between them, sinking perfectly into her abdomen beneath her breasts.
She stared down, eyes wide with disbelief. Then she looked up at him, and folded to her knees. From there, she flopped forward, and her weight forced the blade in deeper.
He stepped over the threshold and around her, grabbed her by the ankles and dragged her away from the door. Then he closed and locked it, before slipping his hands under her armpits, plucking her from the floor and dragging her into the living room.
She was not quite dead when he removed the knife from her upper abdomen. True, she was unconscious, robbing him of his usual habit of speaking to his victims. It was a trivial irritation. What was to come would be messy, vomit-inducing in those of a weak disposition. As far as he was concerned, it was no more than hard work.
The newspapers and the web were rife with speculation on his motives. Sex was high amongst the uninformed opinions. And it irritated him. True, there was an element of revenge which could be attributed to his work, but it had nothing to do with any lack of success with women. He could legitimately be classed as asexual. It was the hunt which drove him. Much like the big-game hunters of the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. When they took down a charging rhino or elephant, it wasn’t to give them a storming hard on. It was to prove themselves champions in the battle between Man and animal. And so it was with him. He killed purely to underline his skill and superiority as a hunter. Unlike those big-game hunters, he took no trophies (driving the police crazy was prize enough) and by virtue of superior intelligence, his opponents were far more dangerous than any wild animal.
Twenty minutes later, he was finished, and he left the physical evidence on the mantelpiece. With a quick check on the outside to ensure there was no one about, he walked through to the kitchen, washed the blood from his hands, and then looked around for something, anything which would permit him to leave his message.
He found a scarlet lipstick to one side of the fridge-freezer. Wondering what kind of slovenly woman would leave something like that in a kitchen where they had to prepare food, he removed the top, returned to the living room, and began to write on the pale, floral wallpaper. Several minutes later, he tossed the lipstick to the carpet, alongside her body, and satisfied that his work was done, he let himself out, climbed into his car and drove away.
Success. He silently congratulated himself as he reversed into the drive and turned the car around, heading back down Moor Heights Lane into Howley. He would need a shower, his clothing would need putting in the washing machine, but he had achieved his objective yet again.
And Drake had no one to blame but himself. If he had died as he should have done on Monday evening, his girlfriend, Sergeant Rebecca Teale would still be alive, and her head would still be attached to her body.
***
When Kirsty’s car pulled into the drive, there was no indication of anything amiss. Drake’s Audi was parked there, alongside Becky’s Citroen. The house was in darkness, but that could easily be explained. The sun had only just set, night was creeping in, and Becky could well be napping on the settee.
He invited Kirsty in for coffee, and she agreed. When he tried the front door, however, it was locked, and that generated the first hint of something not quite right. Given the uselessness of his left arm, Becky would not lock the door.
Kirsty fumbled the key from his pocket, turned the lock, pushed open the door, and with the familiarity of an old family friend, switched on the hall lights.
She took a pace forward and Drake followed. Almost immediately her foot slipped on a patch of gooey, congealing blood. She looked down, and alarm spread across her face. She rushed into the living room, and while Drake, his fears rising, stepped carefully around the blood, she came back out, her face white, eyes rolling.
Her shock telegraphed the worst possible news. He hurried past her.
“Wes. No. Don’t…”
He stared in abject horror at the carnage before him. Becky lay on her back, a large spread of blood around her breasts and upper abdomen. More blood pooled above her neck where her head had been severed. And as if that were not horrifying enough, her head, the eyes open, staring vacantly at him, stood on the mantelpiece.
To the right, a message was roughly scrawled on the walls in Becky’s garish, scarlet lipstick.
PITHY NAVAL PANE.
Drake’s whole body began to shake. A maelstrom of emotions overwhelmed him; a swelling of loss, grief, horror, and fury gathered together and exploded in an impotent roar loud enough to be heard across the valley.
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Chapter Twenty-Five
 
The one-armed officer, reached to the windowsill grabbed the remote control, and turned up the TV volume. 
“In Howley, the so-called Anagramist has claimed his third victim.”
The cameras, concentrated on reporter Vanessa James, were outside Drake’s home.
“The body of Sergeant Rebecca Teale was discovered yesterday evening by her partner, arriving home after attending a briefing at Howley police station. Early indications, as yet unconfirmed, are that she was decapitated.”
Unlike the previous incident reported on the local TV news, Sam had no need to tell her fellow patients to leave the channel as it was. The crowded dining room, where everyone was gathered for breakfast, was completely silent. Each and every patient was a serving or former police officer, and they felt the death of a colleague, whether in Leeds, Bradford, Howley, anywhere, almost as keenly as the victim’s family.
“Sergeant Teale’s murder follows an attempt on her partner’s life three days ago, and although the police have not yet released full details, they are linking the two attempts. They believe that the Anagramist, Howley’s as yet unidentified serial killer, having failed in his attempt on the life of Ms Teale’s partner, targeted her instead. Chief Superintendent Terence Lumsden had this to say earlier.”
Another cut, this time to the steps of the Howley police station, and Lumsden, grim-faced, in front of the cameras.
“Rebecca Teale was an experienced colleague, a long-serving police officer who gave most of her working life in the service of this community. She was on compassionate leave, caring for her partner, Mr Wesley Drake, who suffered serious injuries in Monday evening’s attack. Our sympathies, naturally, go out to Mr Drake, and Rebecca’s family, but every man and woman in this station feels the pain of losing a valued friend. I say to this man now, whoever you are, please come forward, give yourself up before you put anyone else through this terrible agony.”
Stock bullshit and claptrap. That was Sam’s private opinion. She pushed her breakfast plate to one side, and left the dining room.
Reception was unattended. She hammered on the bell, and presently Dr Southam presented herself. “Yes, Samantha?”
“I need my purse, car keys, and other personal possessions from the safe. I’ll be speaking to Iris Mullins in a few minutes, and as soon as I’ve packed my bags, I’ll be leaving.”
Dr Southam delivered an indulgent smile. “I don’t think that’s wise, Samantha.”
“I don’t care what you think.”
“I’ll have to speak to DCC Mullins—”
Sam interrupted as rudely as she could. “Are you listening to me? I don’t give a toss who you speak to. I will be leaving as soon as I can get a taxi to take me to the police pound. Now kindly hand over my possessions. Or do I have to come round there and take them?”
Southam capitulated, and after checking and signing for them, Sam made her way up to her room, and began throwing clothing into a suitcase.
When her phone bleated, she was not in the least surprised to learn that it was Iris Mullins. She was equally unsurprised to learn that the DCC was already in her office. The murder of a police officer was always calculated to have the hierarchy on early alert for media announcements.
“Dr Southam rang me,” Iris reported. “Where do you think you’re going, Sam?”
“Howley.”
“The last thing Howley CID needs is another detective.”
“I didn’t say Howley CID. I said I’m going to Howley. Listen to me, Iris, the most important person in my life just recently has been Wes Drake. He has done nothing but support me ever since he first visited me. He’s never shouted at me, he’s never lost his temper, he’s never tried to persuade me to do anything I didn’t want to do. All he ever did was listen and encourage me. Right now, I know what he’s going through, and he needs support. I want to be there to give it. I’ll be leaving Peace Garden as soon as I can get a taxi here. All I need you to do is ring the pound, and ask them to have my car ready.”
Like Dr Southam, Iris caved in. “Very well. I’ll make sure it’s ready for you. One thing, Sam. When you get to Howley, report to Terry Lumsden. We’ve sent an MIT in, and if nothing else, he has the right to know of another detective in town.”
“Why?”
“Because I know you, and I know Wes Drake better than I know you. He won’t leave this alone, and if you’re supporting him, somewhere along the line, you will end up dragged into the inquiry. Acting as a police officer, I could stop you, but acting as a private citizen, I can’t, so make sure Terry knows you’re in town.”
Sam agreed, and made her way down to reception. She was compelled to sign a waiver, indemnifying Peace Garden against any complications arising from her departure against their advice. From there, another hour passed getting to Leeds, checking over and signing for her Vauxhall saloon, before she climbed behind the wheel and drove out of Leeds towards Howley.
She had no idea what she was going to do, how she was going to help. She was driven by an internal image of Wes Drake suffering unbearable emotional torture alongside the physical pain of his wounds.
And emerging from her emotional upheaval, a memory bounced around her head. A memory of herself crying, burying her face in his shirt while she wept in self-pity. He had not complained, he made no effort to push her away, he never wagged a disapproving finger at her. Instead he allowed her emotions to flood. Now the situation was reversed, and the least she could do was be there for him.
Howley police station was easy to find, and the crowd of reporters readily parted for her to pass through. They did not know her, therefore she was of no interest to them. As far as they were concerned, she could be a lawyer coming to defend a shoplifter, or she could be a woman complaining of harassment or antisocial behaviour.
The same could be said of Sergeant Rickson, manning the reception desk. If he had ever seen Sam, it was only as a photograph in the press. Consequently, when she presented herself at reception, he looked up with the resigned eyes of a man who was up to here with the world.
“Yes, madam?”
She laid her warrant card on the desk. “DCI Feyer. I was ordered to report to Chief Superintendent Lumsden.”
Rickson frowned, picked up her identity and checked the photograph against the reality. He reached for the telephone. “One moment, ma’am.” He spoke briefly into the receiver, finished with a dutiful, “Yes, sir. Very good, sir,” and replaced the receiver. “I’ll get a constable to show you up to his office, ma’am.”
Five minutes later, she sat with Lumsden, and refused his offer of tea.
He made his position clear from the outset. “It’s good to see you, Samantha, but I have to say, we don’t need any more detectives.”
“Precisely what Iris Mullins said, sir. However, she did tell me that I had to report to you, make you aware of my presence in Howley. But I haven’t come here to help with your investigation. I’m here for Wes Drake.”
“Ah. I see.” He sat back and clasped his hands across his slim abdomen. “It’s difficult, Sam. He was with us yesterday afternoon when Becky was attacked. Right now, he’s in shock, naturally. Kirsty Pollack, one of our DI’s, is a close friend, and she was with him when they found Becky’s body. According to what she tells me this morning, he’s staying at his father’s place, and he’s speaking to no one. Not even his old man.”
Sam recalled her first meeting with Drake. “He’ll speak to me. I guarantee it. All I need from you, Terry, is directions to his father’s house.”
Lumsden was still doubtful. “That won’t get you through the door. Ted Drake is also our MP, and he’s sure to mistake you for a reporter.” He thought about the matter for a moment. “Tell you what, why don’t I get Kirsty Pollack to show you the way? I don’t know what she has planned for today, but she could drive out there in her car, and introduce you to Ted. Of course, whether that will persuade Wes to speak to you is a different matter.”
“I told you. He’ll speak to me.”
Lumsden escorted her to the briefing room which, because of the large number of officers drafted in from other areas, had become a second CID area. The chief superintendent introduced her to Adamson and Kirsty, and after a brief word with his head of CID, left them get on with it.
For the third time that morning, Sam had to run through her reasons for arriving in Howley, stressing that she was not seeking to interfere in the investigation.
“I’m primarily here to support Wes, but if I should come across anything which might be of use to you, I won’t hesitate to pass it on.”
“Right now we can use all the help we can get,” Adamson said. “We might be overflowing with detectives, but we’re getting bugger all from it.”
Sam accepted a cup of tea from Kirsty. “Forensics?”
Adamson snorted derisively. “Enough to start our own facility, and it all tells us exactly nothing. The only workable lead we have is this showman, Maurice Glenn, but even then it’s a dead end. According to Somerset House, he never married.”
Sam recalled the little Drake had told her about Maurice Glenn, and her own experience of the ‘mind-reading extravaganza’. “DNA match?”
“We don’t have a full profile for our man, but naturally, we pulled out Glenn’s profile, and we’re waiting for the lab results. Even if we get a close match, it doesn’t take us much further forward. Any son of his was born out of wedlock, and he won’t have the same name.”
“And the guy’s snow white,” Kirsty put in. “Nothing on the system comes close to a match.”
Drinking from her cup, grimacing at the bland tea, Sam shifted the subject. “The scene of yesterday’s killing? Anything there?”
Kirsty reached into a folder, from which she drew a photograph and a single sheet of A4 paper with a few lines printed on it. She handed Sam the photograph. “That message was scrawled on the wall in Wes’s living room.”
Sam read it.
 
PITHY NAVEL PANE
 
She would never pretend to be as skilled with anagrams as Drake, but a wall calendar behind Adamson’s head reminded her of the date, and she translated it right away. “Happy Valentine. Jesus. Talk about rubbing salt into the wound, this is one sick bastard.”
Kirsty was obviously impressed, and handed over the printed sheet. Once again Sam read the few lines.
 
Seek ye drawl cries off
Sub needed
Come on down
Dare crack bee
PS: it should have been your
reed he saved
 
“Wes allowed us access to his emails, and that arrived about four o’clock yesterday afternoon, an hour or so before we found Becky’s body. Since Wes is out of the loop, we left it with some of our people, and most of it’s been translated. Wesley Drake cries off, substitute needed, come on down – and this is the one line that doesn’t translate correctly – Dare crack bee. PS: it should have been your head severed. Problem is, Sam, ‘Dare crack bee’ doesn’t translate as Rebecca Teale.”
“No. It says Rebecca Drake.” Sam handed the sheet back. “The Anagramist assumed that Wes and Becky were married.”
Once more, Kirsty greeted the interpretation with raise eyebrows. “It shows you how good our people were. Bloody obvious when you think about it.” She tucked the photograph and the sheet back in the folder from which they came. “That’s the first mistake he’s made. But I don’t think it gets us far.” She checked her watch. “Getting on for twelve o’clock. You want to jump in your car and follow me out to Ted Drake’s?”
Sam reluctantly finished the cup of tea, and got to her feet. “Lead on.”
 



Chapter Twenty-Six
 
Ted Drake’s place was similar to his son’s, but where Wes lived on the north side of town, Ted preferred the south.
A large, rambling farmhouse at the top of Bradford Hill Road, not far from where the body of Shana Kenny had been found, it encompassed an acre of land to the sides and rear, surrounded by dry stone walls, all topped with wood and wire fencing. The front was concreted, and outside a double garage to one side stood Ted’s Mercedes saloon alongside Drake’s Audi.
Kirsty led the way to the front door. “I know the family well. Becky and I have been besties since forever, and when she settled down with Wes, I got to know them all, including Ted. He’s our local MP, but when you talk to him, you wouldn’t think so. No airs and graces about him. He was the same when he was no more than a lawyer. But to get to him, you’ve got to get past Freddie Bolton. He’s Ted’s driver and general dogsbody. His wife, Norma, is the housekeeper.”
“Ted isn’t married?”
“Widowed. His wife died when Wes was a boy. About twenty-five years ago.”
Kirsty rang the bell. There was a brief delay before Freddie Bolton opened it and treated her to a sad smile. “Kirsty. Bit of a surprise. Wes isn’t speaking to anyone.”
“That’s why we’re here, Freddie. Allow me to introduce DCI Feyer. She’s not officially attached to the investigation, but she’s a friend of Wes’s. She might be able to open him up.”
Sam felt a little uncomfortable as Freddie looked her up and down. He was a tall, strapping man, with the muscular build of a sergeant major. His dark hair was slicked back, revealing runnels of bare scalp underneath. She felt that the bushy moustache beneath his bulbous nose was capable of sniffing out frauds, and he raked her with something approaching suspicion.
“The truth is, Mr Bolton, I’m one of Wes’s clients. He mended me, and when I heard about yesterday’s events, I thought the least I could do was come here to see if I can help him like he helped me.”
“Whatever. Come on in. I’ll let the old man know you’re here.”
He led them in and along the short hall, turning into the first room on the left, which proved to be a spacious, lounge dining room. Sam noticed immediately that it was comfortably warm. The secondary glazing attached to the front windows did an efficient job of keeping out the cold and assisting the central heating in raising the temperature. There was no fireplace. Instead, the chimney breast had been blanked off at floor level, and a gas heater hung on the wall. A large screen television was set in the corner by the window, a single armchair facing it. The centre of the room was taken up with a highly polished, mahogany dining table, at which Ted Drake sat, scanning the day’s newspapers.
He looked up and rose to greet Kirsty with a wan smile and familiar peck on the cheek. She introduced Sam, and the two shook hands.
“I don’t know what you think you can do, lass. He’s upstairs in his room, won’t speak to anyone. Understandable given the circumstances, I suppose, and I reckon it’ll take him a good few days to snap out of it.”
“As I’ve said so many times today, Mr Drake—”
“Ted, please. We don’t stand on ceremony in this house.”
“Very well. And I’m Sam. As I’ve said so many times today, Ted, he will speak to me. I guarantee it. Has he locked himself in?”
“Oh, good God, no. The doors in this house don’t lock… except the lavatory, of course. But when Freddie went in this morning, Wes told him to bugger off and leave him alone.”
Sam involuntarily recalled the first time Drake had visited her, and the way she tried to dismiss him. “Do you mind if I try?”
“Course not. Freddie, shown this young woman to Wes’s room. I’ll get Norma to make some tea for when you get back down.”
Sam followed Freddie out of the room and back towards the front door where he doubled back and climbed a flight of stone steps to the upper floor. She found herself on a landing, punctuated either side by doors.
“Most of the rooms are empty,” Freddie explained. “Me and the missus have the end room, Ted is opposite, and the rest are all empty. Every room has its own facilities, and Wes is in this one.” He strode across the landing, knocked once, and opened the door.
“Go away and leave me alone.”
“There’s a young lass here to see you, Wes.”
“I don’t want to see anyone. Leave me be.”
“You’ll want to see me.” Sam deliberately recalled his words to her on that first meeting and echoed them. “I’m young, fit, incredibly attractive, and very successful.”
Drake lay in a double bed set alongside the only window in the room. He was on his right side, his left arm wrapped in the sling. On hearing her voice, he turned his head to look in their direction.
“Sam? What the hell are you doing here?”
She smiled pleasantly at Freddie. “Thank you. I’ll take it from here.”
Freddie left, closing the door behind him, and Sam walked around the bed, picked up an old wooden, dining room chair, which she placed alongside him, and sat down.
“A friend of mine is in need of help. A friend who worked wonders for me. I’m not promising I can do the same, but I’m here.”
He frowned. “But… Peace Garden…”
“Sod Peace Garden.”
“You… You’re not ready.”
She disagreed. “I wasn’t ready until I saw the news this morning. Now I am.” She hesitated, mentally rehearsing her next words. Sycophantic sympathy would not work, but she felt compelled to express her sadness. “I’m so sorry, Wes. I…”
She trailed off. Nothing she could say would adequately sum up her feelings. As it happened, it did not matter. His eyes filled with tears, and without warning, he broke down and began to cry. He reached out with his good arm, and Sam came close to him. He wrapped his arm around her, and wept into her blouse.
She recalled the way he held her when she went through the same trauma, and she placed her hands on his shoulders. She applied no pressure, just allowed him to feel the security of her light embrace. She remembered the way he had said nothing, and she realised that in such a shocking situation, words were indeed, inadequate.
They remained in that position for many minutes until eventually his emotions began to subside. She made no attempt to push him away. He would decide when contact should be broken, and eventually, he did so, relaxing his arm around her waist, withdrawing it, and pulling back from her.
“I’m sorry you have to see me like this.”
“Which is precisely the reason I’m here. You’re in a dark and terrible place, Wes, and for once I know about your suffering. I lost a man I love, too. All right, the circumstances were different, and I’m sure my pain wasn’t half as bad as yours, but I understand, and that’s why I’m here. And I’ll be here as long as you need me.”
He took a couple of tissues from a box, and wiped his eyes. “I’m not ungrateful, but you’re not ready for this.”
“Wrong again. This morning, when I heard the news, when I was driving from Leeds to Howley, I suddenly remembered why I’m a detective, and as if I needed any more reminders, seeing you like this reinforces it. Even if I don’t understand the pain of victims of crime, I can at least bring them some degree of closure by putting the perpetrators behind bars. I’m ready, Wes. And before you ask, I’ll be speaking to Iris in the next few days. I’m taking the job in Landshaven. But that’s two months away. In the meantime, I’m here for you. Now, why don’t you get out of bed and come with me downstairs. Kirsty’s here. We can have a cup of tea with her and your father.”
His emotions were threatening to get the better of him again. “It’s the sympathy, you see. I know they mean well, but all it does is remind me… remind me of what I’ve lost.”
“I met your father for the first time about ten minutes ago, I don’t think there’s much danger of him showering you with sympathy. Now come on. Get yourself dressed.”
He was about to throw back the duvet and Sam was at once embarrassed. He noticed, and reassured her. “It’s all right. I don’t sleep au naturelle. I’m wearing shorts.”
He threw the duvet off and struggled to a sitting position, his injured arm reminding him that it was still not ready for sudden movement.
“I need to get to the hospital.”
She was at once alarmed. “Why? What’s wrong?”
“Nothing. The wound. It needs… Becky did it for me. But now… It needs cleaning and dressing.”
The practical police officer came to the fore. “I’ll do it. Oh, don’t look so surprised. We’re all trained first aiders, you know.”
He shrugged and winced again. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he turned his back to her, and pointed at a dresser across the room. “Saline solution, cotton wool pads, and clean dressings are over there.”
Sam crossed the room and retrieved them, and as she made her way back, it occurred to her that this was the first time she had seen Drake in anything less than a business suit and overcoat. Moving behind him, picking gently at the dressing in place, she allowed her mind to wander over his impressive physique. There was nothing macho about him. He would never make an Adonis, but he had finely defined muscles, a flat, taut abdomen, and his thighs and calves were those of a professional athlete or footballer. She purposely kept her eyes away from that area between his thigh and navel. Sex was something which belonged to her past, and this was neither the time nor the place.
He kept up a string of soft complaints and curses as she peeled away the dressing, and examined the wound beneath.
“This looks as if it’s healing well. Your immune system must be top-notch.”
“Healthy living. You can’t help it in Howley. No matter which direction you travel, it’s uphill.”
That was more like the old Wes, but still his voice was edged with the sadness and shock of violent bereavement.
She snipped open a saline bag and poured the contents into a ceramic bowl, dipped in cotton wool, and warned, “This might feel a little cold.”
He jumped at the first touch of the pad to his injury, then forced himself to keep still, while Sam finished the job off. She applied the fresh dressing, and pressed it lightly into place.
“There you go. Wound dressed for another day. Now don’t you think you should follow suit.”
“I need to wash and shave first.”
“Do you need any help?”
He gave a little laugh, a distant echo of his normal, cheerful self. “I’m not sure you’re ready for the sight of a full frontal Wes Drake. I’ll manage.”
He dug into the wardrobe, took out fresh clothing, into the dresser for clean underwear, and then disappeared into the bathroom. While he was gone, Sam took the opportunity to look over the view from his window.
It was more inspiring than hers at Peace Garden. From the window, he could look out over half an acre of well-tended garden, and beyond that mile upon mile of open moorland, dotted only here and there with farmhouses. She knew that beyond the horizon, the city of Bradford nestled in the next valley, and further west was the woollen town of Keighley, but from here it was as if she were looking into an infinite universe populated only by grassland and a few grazing sheep.
When he came out of the bathroom, wearing a pair of denim jeans and brand-name trainers, he reached for a T-shirt.
“Don’t you need the sling?”
“No. The hospital said to keep it on for about a week. It’s been four, five days, and it’s time I was using the muscles again. I’ll try without it.”
Even so, getting into the T-shirt was hard and painful work, Sam had to assist getting his injured arm through the appropriate sleeve. Once he was suitably dressed, he ushered her from the room and down the stairs.
His father greeted him with a grimace, and Kirsty squeezed his hand as he passed. He and Sam took their seats at the table and while Freddie brought them fresh tea, the old man was determined to have his say first.
“I’ll not ask how you feel, lad. I remember when your mother died, and hers wasn’t through the actions of a lunatic.”
Drake grunted in response. Sam guessed that it was all he felt able to do.
“We’re all with you, Wes,” Kirsty said.
“I know, and I’m grateful, but it doesn’t do much to lessen the pain and nothing at all to alleviate my anger. Have you made any progress?”
“None. We did find an email on your system, but it was a bit of a puzzle, and Sam solved it for us. The same with the writing on the living room wall.” Kirsty dug into her briefcase, retrieved the same photograph and sheet she had shown Sam earlier in the day, and passed it across the table to Drake.
It took him less than a second to translate the photograph. “Happy Valentine? You’d better hope I never get my hands on him.” He slid the photograph to one side and picked up the sheet. A few seconds later, he declared, “He got her name wrong. Rebecca Drake. It should have been Teale.”
“He probably didn’t realise you weren’t married.”
“Bullshit. Everybody in this town knows we were not married. It was deliberate. I should have been his third victim, remember. This is his way of rubbing that in.”
Kirsty gave up the unequal task. “Okay. If we come up with anything, we’ll be in touch. In the meantime, you take it easy.”
She got to her feet, preparing to leave, and Sam did likewise. “I’m here for you as long as you need me, Wes, but right now, I need to find a hotel. Can you recommend—”
Ted Drake cut her off. “I won’t hear of it. We have plenty of room here.”
“I couldn’t possibly impose on you, Mr Drake.”
“Ted. Please. It’s not an imposition, lass. I have to be back in London first thing Monday morning. Brexit, you know. A pain in the buttock, but we’re debating the potential effects on British agriculture, and mine is an agricultural constituency. Like I say, we have plenty of room, and while I’m not here, you can keep an eye on laddo.”
Sam appeared ill at ease, but Drake reassured her. “When the old man makes up his mind, he won’t change it. Freddie will sort out a room for you, and I’m sure we can afford to feed you. Beyond that, I’m pleased to have you here as long as you’re happy to be here.”
 



February 24



Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
The persistent, violent weather did not trouble the Anagramist. He had spent much of the last month, ever since following Drake on his last visit to Peace Garden, researching the female patient. It had taken some time, but when he finally uncovered her identity, he began to understand Drake’s contact with her.
Samantha Vaughan was a legend in the police force. In the run-up to the Bradford corruption trial (held at Newcastle Crown Court to avoid potential public bias, and minimise possible intimidation of jurors) she had been hailed throughout the media as the shining star of the British police. Her photograph adorned the pages of tabloid webpages so many times, that she almost replaced the standard fodder of celebrities and politicians.
Dogged, courageous, incorruptible; just a few of the superlatives applied to her. One Sunday newspaper had run an unofficial two-page spread on her, carrying the banner headline, ABOVE & BEYOND THE CALL OF DUTY, and readers could be forgiven if they got the impression that the newspaper in question had interviewed her. In fact, in a short paragraph at the end of the article, printed in a smaller typeface, the editor confessed that, DI Vaughan was unavailable for interview, and the information herein was gathered from her many admirers and colleagues in the Police Service.
At the time, he had never followed the tale, and after the trial, she dropped out of sight. It took the Anagramist some time to learn why, but when he read of her complete collapse after the trial, everything became clear to him.
In many respects the police were no different to any other company or organisation. They thrived on their reputation, and the crimes of Donald Vaughan and his confederates gave that standing a kick where it most hurt. They needed their glory girl, Samantha Vaughan, back onside, but the trial, and possibly the crimes of her criminal husband had knocked the stuffing out of her. Drake was the man to put that stuffing back in, pick her up, get her back on the horse.
It was strange though, the Anagramist thought. The trial was back in September. He had been patternising Drake’s activities – along with those of his other targets – since December, and Drake went nowhere near Peace Garden until early January, the day after Shana Kenny’s murder. Why had the police waited so long before calling him in?
He never found out why, but it was irrelevant to his activities. 
What did come right out of nowhere was DCI Vaughan’s arrival in Howley. It was the day after he dispensed with Rebecca Teale, but when he realised she was staying at Ted Drake’s place, he understood. Drake had counselled and supported her, she was here to repay the compliment. On that basis, the Anagramist added her to his list of targets.
In the six weeks since they found the body of Shana Kenny, the persistent, town-wide state of high alert had increased, and in addition to the MIT, extra police had been called in from all over Yorkshire. He had expected it, and as long as he was careful, it would get them no closer to him. He was clean as a whistle. He had never been in trouble with the law anywhere in the world. His fingerprints were not on any file, and neither was his DNA. They could carry on looking for him forever and a day but it would get them no nearer.
If he had one disappointment, it was that Ted Drake, MP, undoubtedly hurting after the death of Rebecca Teale, was not yet suffering enough. He should be going through the agony of losing his most rebellious son, in the same way that the Anagramist had lost his father without ever getting to know him. Wes Drake was going through the worst agony, and with the knowledge that Samantha Vaughan was in town, there was more to come for the youngest son.
The original plan had called for two more killings after Drake, but that was in tatters. Wes was too resourceful for the Anagramist. He needed an angle before he dare confront the man again. Fortunately, the arrival of the Vaughan woman might possibly give him the lever he needed. For now, it was time to shuffle the original plan, and pay a visit to the reclusive Ophelia Handley.
With the clock reading 5:30 a.m., he climbed into his Renault, and started the engine, his thoughts concentrating on Ophelia.
From a cryptic point of view, her surname was the important aspect, just like all the others, but during the few days he had spent researching her, he learned that she had been named Ophelia for no other reason than her parents, who spent most of her younger life protecting her from the evil of men, were fanatical about Shakespeare, particularly Hamlet. She had grown up wrapped in a cocoon of parental smothering which eventually left her lonely, friendless, and lacking the ability to form relationships. For all the Anagramist knew, she could still be a virgin, even though she was almost forty years old. He had never attended any of her classes, and he did wonder how on earth she coped with her students.
But her reclusiveness was to his advantage.
He arrived at Cardinal Square, a compact estate of council housing about five minutes from Howley centre, at a quarter to six, and parked a few doors down from her ground-floor flat. With any enterprise of this nature, there were unknowns, variables which he could not possibly take into account. Neighbours setting off for work, paperboys on their rounds, even milkmen, although it wasn’t often they could be seen in this day and age. There was also the possibility that she might be up, out of bed, getting ready for a day at the college, and if she looked through the window and saw his Renault…
Better to park a few doors away and arrive as the friendly, neighbourhood policeman.
The lights were out. Not only Handley’s but most of the neighbours, too. It was as he anticipated. He had made three visits at this hour of the morning to assess the danger of witnesses, and he was unconcerned.
As he strode up the short drive, he glanced at the front garden, a scrub of lawn surrounded by a short hedgerow and moribund borders. With the idle thought that Ophelia Handley would not see any blooms this year, he reached the door, and pressed the bell.
There was a sizeable delay; several minutes at least, before the hall light blazed through the frosted, decorated pane in the centre of the door’s upper panel.
He could see her moving behind it, and he guessed her eye was pressed to the viewer. There came the rattle of a chain, then the click of the lock. The door opened a couple of inches, and her blonde hair and brown eyes peered round. “Who is it?”
“Police, madam. Is it Ms Handley?”
“Yes.”
“May I come in, madam? We’ve had a report concerning your safety.”
It worked exactly as he had anticipated, and he shook his head sadly at the gullibility of these people. Why did it not occur to her that when delivering bad news to a woman, the police would more than likely send a female officer?
She slipped off the chain and opened the door. “Close the door behind you, please.”
She turned away and walked back towards the kitchen. She was wearing a flimsy robe over her nightdress. A pale, sort of turquoise colour. The blood would soon show through that.
As she stepped away from him, he drew the knife, pulled his arm back and threw it.
He moved quickly, following it as she hit the floor and tried to cry out. He put a hand over her mouth, yanked the knife from her back, and leaned close to her ear.
“Just relax, Ms Handley. This won’t take a moment.”
And with that, he sliced through the left-hand side of her neck. No spurt. He’d hit the jugular, just as he intended. He wiped the blood from his gloved hands, and cleaned the knife blade on her robe, then dropped the weapon back its sheath, the ruler pocket of his jeans, then made his way into the bedroom.
He did not have long. No telling when some nosy so-and-so might poke their head in through the door and spot her. But this would only take a minute.
The bed was dishevelled, the duvet thrown back, as he might expect. He’d just got her out of bed. Her outfit for the day a sombre black skirt and top, hung on the handle of the wardrobe door. The Anagramist thought she would have looked good in that. Professional. She was in her late 30s, and held a responsible job. There was none of this brash, skimpy clothing such as the youngsters like Shana Kenny wore.
The stunt with the lipstick at Drake’s place, had been fun, and he had considered doing the same again, but time was pressing. Simpler to leave the white envelope, addressed to Wes Drake, and let the cops find it. 
Stepping back out into the street, he congratulated himself. Four down, two to go if he counted Drake… No. Three to go. He’d forgotten Samantha Vaughan.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
News of Ophelia Handley’s murder broke on Monday evening, and Kirsty visited Drake first thing on Tuesday morning, carrying with her the printed sheet the Anagramist had left behind.
“We’ve already solved it,” she reported. “It didn’t take much working out.”
 
Holy Daphne Leia
Ran squalid care
All juiced rugs
 
“Ophelia Handley, Cardinal Square, sliced jugular.” Drake was not interested in how impressed they were with his interpretive skills. “When did she die?”
“According to the pathologist, she’d been dead about twelve hours when he got there. A neighbour coming home from work noticed that her door was slightly ajar, opened it, and saw her dead in the hall. Had a screaming fit and then called us out. We found the note on Ophelia’s dressing table. Did you know her?”
Drake nodded. “Not well. No one did. She was a bit of a recluse. Something to do with her upbringing. Over-protective parents.”
“Exactly what the neighbours told us. Ophelia didn’t socialise. In fact, the neighbour said she doesn’t ever remember having a conversation with her. If it wasn’t for the door being opened, she wouldn’t have bothered.”
Drake’s temper looked set to explode. “How many more?”
Sam took his hand. “Take it easy, Wes. They’ll get there in the end.” She concentrated on Kirsty. “Any other developments?”
“Yes, but nothing conclusive.” Kirsty opened her briefcase, took out a folder from which she retrieved a single sheet of photocopied paper, and handed it to Sam. “We asked the prison service for Glenn’s letters a couple of weeks back. They don’t like letting this stuff go, so we pushed Iris Mullins and she had a word with a contact at the Home Office.”
Sam read through it and passed it to Drake, who scanned the handwritten letter with little interest.
 
My dear Yvonne.
I read your letter, and I feel now is the time to atone for my sins. No one is more tortured by my vile actions against you all those years ago. I have already confessed to the killing of your mother, father and sister. I do not have the temerity to beg your forgiveness, nor any clemency for the way I pressed myself upon you.
The news that our brief interlude, unpleasant as it was for you, produced a son, gladdens my heart. I truly hope that he grew up to be a fine, upstanding member of the community, not cursed with the violence inherent in my personality.
Nothing I can say offers any mitigation for my inexcusable behaviour. But I remain convinced that had Ted Drake, my comedy partner during our university years, been at my side when I turned professional, I may have become a different man. His refusal to do so was, with hindsight, the correct decision for him, but notwithstanding my talents, it left me as nothing better than a journeyman entertainer, never destined to hit the heights I believe he and I could have aspired to, and therein, lies the root cause of my disgraceful behaviour; pure frustration at the way my life turned out.
Once again, please accept my deepest, heartfelt apologies.
And now, it is time for me to pay due penance.
Yours sincerely
Maurice Glenn
(Grand Vizier Mauricio)
 
Drake passed the letter back. “The way he wrote it, anyone would think he was going to the gallows.”
“He was in a sense,” Kirsty replied. “The prison authorities were a bit reluctant to let this go to the woman, but when they checked up, they found that he really had confessed to the murders of the Wrigglesworth family back in the early seventies, so they allowed it. Two days after this letter was dated, Glenn was found hanging in his cell. He was dead by the time the warders got to him.”
Drake was already beginning to lose interest, so Sam pressed. “And what have you done about it?”
Kirsty shrugged. “The usual, but it’s led us nowhere. She had a son. Logically, he’s the man we’re interested in, but judging from the letter, he never knew Maurice Glenn—”
“His mother could have told him,” Drake interrupted.
“Possibly. Probably. But we can’t find him. We tried the address Glenn sent a letter to, and learned that the place was owned by Yvonne Wrigley, who had a son named Bruno.”
Sam’s eyes lit up. “Ah. False name. And Bruno Wrigley?”
“Yvonne died a year ago. Only about sixty years old. Anyway, the house came to Bruno, and there was about £20,000 worth of equity in it. He sold the house, banked the money, and after giving due notice, drew it all out… in cash.” Kirsty shrugged. “Not illegal. After that, he disappeared.”
“And of course, you don’t know what he looks like?” Drake’s temper was bubbling just under the surface yet again.
“No. Obviously, we checked up. He never owned a passport – legally, at least. And even his driving licence is a paper one.”
This time Drake almost exploded. “I thought they’d been phased out.”
It was Sam who answered. “Not so. If you held a paper licence, there was never any obligation to surrender it for a photocard licence, unless you had penalty points or new groups to add or you turned seventy years of age, in which case Swansea would want a photograph, and they’d send a photocard licence back. He’s obviously never broken the rules. Or, to be more accurate, he’s never been caught breaking the rules.”
Drake was barely in control of himself. “And I suppose when you checked the address, there was nothing, no trace of him and his mother?”
“Spot on,” Kirsty confirmed. “The man is a ghost. Even his GP could tell us very little about him. He’s one of those lucky sods who never gets ill. We checked Canary House where the Wrigglesworths lived, but it’s the same, derelict dump it always has been. No one’ s been anywhere near it for years. His employers, an insurance company in the middle of Bradford, couldn’t tell us much more. They have no photographic record of him. When he started working for them, shortly after leaving school, which was about twenty-five years ago, such policies were not common. They gave us a description, sure, and even spoke to one of our e-fit artists, but it’s vague.”
“And you haven’t gone public on it yet?”
Kirsty responded to Sam’s question with a shake of the head. “Any day now. At the moment, he’s officially a person of interest. Off the record, he is the only suspect we’ve got.”
Drake leapt to his feet. “No. He’s here. In Howley. And he’s the Anagramist. I’ll stake my life on it.”
“Hey, you’re preaching to the choir, but like everything else in this case, he’s covering his tracks fairly well.”
“People scream about the age of big brother, but he seems to have dropped under the radar without too many problems.”
Sam made an attempt to placate Drake. “Curiously enough, with all the advances in computer technology, documents and identities are not difficult to fake, and it’s probably easier to disappear now than it was say, forty years ago.”
“And in the meantime, how many more men and women will die?” Drake stormed from the kitchen, out into the rear garden.
Kirsty concentrated on Sam. “Not getting there yet?”
Sam shook her head, and gazed glumly into a cup of coffee.
In the two weeks since the attack on Drake, his injury had all but healed. The stitches had been removed, and his GP declared him fit to live without the sling and get on with rebuilding the shoulder muscles.
He had been given permission to return to his home, but in a rare moment of openness, he confessed to Sam that he couldn’t face it. “I’ll be putting the house up for sale, eventually. I can never live there again. I wouldn’t be able to walk into the front room without seeing her head on the…”
Becky’s death had hit him much harder than anyone suspected, even though the overriding love in their relationship was well-known. He was withdrawn, ill-tempered, and when he did speak, it was usually in curt tones of complete disinterest. He was slightly better with Sam than he was with Freddie and Norma Bolton, but even so she had not managed to open him up very much.
He had not (as far as she was aware) shed any more tears for Becky, and that was as big a worry as anything else. Was he simply being strong? Or was he keeping it all inside? Either way, Sam knew that he needed to release it.
There had been regular callers from the police and the college, and Lionel Quentin had made two visits, assuring Drake that he could take all the time he needed to get over his problems. Drake responded courteously but without conviction or enthusiasm.
Prior to the removal of the stitches, he had busied himself with making funeral arrangements for the coming Friday, and he spent a lot of time online. Sam never asked what he was doing, but several times, she had seen him studying pages on knife-throwing. Given the all clear from his GP, he had taken to constructing… something in his father’s back garden. To press he had secured lengths of 4x4 into the ground by the dry stone wall, and as he left her with Kirsty, he returned to the task, and appeared to be nailing a large sheet of wood, four feet wide by six feet high to the twin frames he had set up.
Kirsty felt compelled to ask. “What is he doing?”
Sam shrugged. “He won’t say. When you ask, you get told to mind your own business. Freddie threatened to tell Ted about it, and Drake told him to go ahead. He doesn’t give a toss. As to what it is…” Kirsty shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine, but I can tell you this. You guys had better get to the Anagramist before him. Otherwise, Wes will end up spending the rest of his life in prison for murder.”
Kirsty chewed her lip, every bit as worried as Sam. “I’ve known them years, you know. Becky and I joined the police at about the same time. I’ve never seen him like this. According to Becky, he was never moody. Always willing to fight his corner, obviously, but not given to this kind of anger. He’s bottling it up, isn’t he?”
“The same way I did. But he found the key to unlocking my problems. I can’t do that with him. I don’t know him well enough.”
“Have you tried shagging him?”
Kirsty asked the question with a broad smile on her face, and Sam realised it was meant to lighten the mood. She returned a thin smile. “Don’t think it hasn’t crossed my mind. But it’s much too early for him.”
“Sorry. I was just—”
“Yes. I know what you were trying to do. But for God’s sake, don’t say it to him. I’m not sure he would find it amusing.”
 



Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
Kirsty left, and whatever Drake was doing out back, the job appeared to be complete, and he came back into the house. “I have to go to Leeds. I’ll need a shower and change of clothes. Would you like to come with me?”
“Tell me where we’re going.”
“Shopping.”
With that he left the room, and she could hear him clumping up the stairs. She would go with him. She had no choice. Dark suspicions concerning his motives and plans clouded her thinking and she dare not leave him to his own devices.
Consequently, less than half an hour later, they climbed into his Audi for the three-quarter hour drive to Leeds.
The storms of the last couple of weeks had subsided, but even with the end of the month approaching, there was still no sign of spring. The sky remained leaden grey, heavy showers were frequent, often with snow flurries, and the winds varied from fresh to strong and blustery.
The journey was conducted in near silence. Sam passed occasional comments on their surroundings, Drake concentrated on his driving and replied in monosyllables or grunts. At eleven o’clock, he pulled into a narrow street opposite the Grand Theatre, in the northern quarter of the city centre, and parked outside a shop carrying the legend, Utterridge Theatrical Supplies.
He killed the engine and climbed out. Sam looked down at the cobbled street and double yellow lines painted on the kerbside.
“We should have used my car. I could identify it as a police vehicle.”
“In that case, I’ll leave you to deal with any wardens.”
Drake led the way into the shop, and as they entered, Sam stared around. There were glass cases, displaying everything from prosthetic hands, usually found in horror productions, a range of sparkling pendants and medallions with designs she had never seen before, false heads, and what she would describe as decorative body furniture: spectacles, monocles, rings, and other paste jewellery. Other displays concerned the necessary minutiae of theatrical productions: make up, small items of costume, even fake decanters and glasses which appeared half full of spirits.
At the counter, where Drake stood, there was an arrangement of weapons, all of them, Sam assumed, fake. Mainly handguns and swords, they were theatrical props not designed to be deployed for their apparent purpose.
An assistant emerged from the background. A small, withered man, a thick gilet hanging from his shoulders, covering a loose, bagging jumper. His bald pate and jowly cheeks suggested his age at anywhere from fifty onwards, a supposition enhanced by his gnarled, veined hands.
“Morning, boss, missus. What can I do you for?” His accent was a crisp, West Yorkshire, and he was only short of rubbing his hands at the prospect of taking money, to suggest a modern day Fagin.
“You’re Mr Utterridge?” Drake’s tones were snappy, business-like.
“The same. My regulars call me Vic.”
“You stock theatrical throwing knives?”
“Interesting. Not many people do them these days, you know. You can get them at sports shops, people dealing martial arts and stuff, but aside from me, there’s only two or three theatrical suppliers in the entire North of England.”
Drake confirmed it. “You, one in Sheffield, one in Manchester, and another in Liverpool.”
The purpose of his recent researches became apparent to Sam, and she interjected. “What is the difference between theatrical throwing knives, and those sold by other outlets?
Utterridge was in his element. “Points are sharpened on theatricals, but the blades aren’t. If you’re a knife-thrower, you want the point to stick, but you don’t need the blade sharpened, because you’re not gonna cut anything with it.” He concentrated on Drake. “You’re a knife-thrower, are you, gaffer?”
“Just starting out. What have you got?”
Utterridge disappeared into the rear room, and returned a moment later with a single knife. He laid it on the top of his glass counter and invited Drake to pick it up, examine it. Made entirely of steel (including the handle) painted black, the overall length was about twelve inches, the blade making up a little over half of it.
“Ten ounces,” Utterridge was saying. “Carbon steel, baked on, protective black coating, blunt blade, point sharp enough to penetrate any wooden target.”
Drake raised his eyebrows. “How much?”
“Thirty nicker.”
“I’ll take six. Can you supply a presentation case?”
“No problem. Six knives, one-eighty, case, forty, all up, two-twenty. If you’re paying cash, I’ll do you them for two hundred.”
“Sorry. Plastic.”
“Two-twenty it is then, guv. And I’ll need your name and address.”
Sam’s ears pricked up. “Why? It’s not a legal requirement.”
“And you’d know that, would you, missus?”
She dug into her pocket and came out with her warrant card.
Utterridge blanched. “Oops. Sorry, luv. Right, well, I know it’s not the law, but I am entitled to make sure the buyer is over eighteen. Right?”
“And you think I’m too young?” Drake demanded.
“I’m making sure.”
With an insight into Drake’s motives, Sam’s suspicions darkened. “Mr Utterridge, when did you last sell knives like these?”
Utterridge fell silent, his eyes roaming the shop as he raked his memory. “Just after Christmas. Bloke came in and took half a dozen, just like you.”
“And do you have his name and address?”
He nodded. “I’ve got it somewhere.”
“I’m going to need it.”
“I’ll have to dig it out.”
She smiled mock-sweetly. “Don’t let me keep you.”
Frustration began to get the better of Utterridge. He gestured with open hands at the knife. “One thing at a time. Are you taking the knives and case, or what?”
Drake nodded, and took out his wallet, from which he retrieved his driver’s licence. “I think you’ll find that satisfactory.”
Utterridge took a photocopy of the licence, and handed it back. “Right. I’ll have to get your knives together, and it’ll take me a few minutes to track this guy’s details.” He pointed up at a security camera above and behind him. “Just in case you’re taking the piss and you’ve got any ideas of helping yourselves, you’re on candid camera.”
He disappeared into the back room and Sam confronted Drake. “You knew, didn’t you?”
Studying a fake head of Frankenstein’s creature, Drake denied it. “No. I made an educated guess.”
“Then educate me.”
He returned to the counter. “The briefing I attended the day Becky was… the day she… Anyway, Adamson made a point of stressing that when The Grand Vizier Mauricio was convicted, all stage props belonging to him were confiscated. Remember, he’d raped the Wrigglesworth woman at knifepoint. All his knives, about two dozen of them, are in the police black museum. So, if we’re working on the assumption that the Anagramist is Bruno Wriggleworth, Wrigley, whatever he wants to call himself, Glenn’s illegitimate son, he would need to get his hands on throwing knives. There are plenty of suppliers all over the North of England, but as our friend Utterridge said, most of them specialise in sports or martial arts, and I didn’t think our man would go to them. I don’t know what kind of questions they ask, but it’s likely to be more than a trader like Utterridge. I also figured he’d be unlikely to travel as far as Sheffield, Manchester or Liverpool. Why should he when he has a place almost on his doorstep? Like I said, an educated guess. I didn’t expect it to pay off.”
“Even so, I don’t imagine he used his real name. Utterridge has just taken your driving licence. It’ll be interesting to see what proof of identity he had from this guy.”
Utterridge returned, passed a photocopied sheet to Sam, and placed a polished, walnut case on the counter. He opened it for Drake’s inspection, Drake declared himself satisfied, and handed over his credit card.
While Utterridge went into the process of making the transaction, Sam pushed the photocopy across to Drake. “Brian Glendenning. An address in Bradford supported by his gas bill.”
Drake studied the sheet and noticed a faint, tell-tale dark line around the address block. “Fake. Produced on a scanner and computer. “
Utterridge looked up sharply. “Here, I hope you’re not suggesting—”
Sam hastened to reassure him. “No one’s accusing you of anything, Mr Utterridge.” She pointed up at the CCTV camera. “Your security system’s active?”
“You’d never believe the amount of stuff that gets nicked. One person talking to you, distracting your attention, and a partner filling his pockets.”
Drake punched in his PIN. “How long do you keep the recordings?”
Utterridge shrugged and handed the card back. “Until the hard drive gets full. Generally about a year. If I catch someone shoplifting, there’s a prosecution. Then I have to make a copy for the police.”
Sam drew his attention. “Okay, Mr Utterridge, let me explain the situation. I’m not with the Leeds police. For me to get a warrant would be time-consuming to say the least, and I don’t really have the authority. When Mr Drake and I leave, I’ll be calling at the local station, and before the day’s out, they’ll send a couple of officers, and they’ll want a copy of the security footage relevant to the person who bought those knives from you before Christmas.” She tapped the photocopied sheet. “This Brian Glendenning.”
Utterridge frowned. “What is all this?”
“You’ve heard of the serial killer in Howley?”
“Well… Yeah, I’ve caught bits on the telly, and read bits and pieces in the Yorkshire Post.” The colour drained from his face as her hint sank in. “You don’t think… Oh, Christ.”
“We can’t be certain,” Sam admitted. “This man’s address is in Bradford, but even if it was Leeds, he would be close enough to Howley to be our man. No matter, like everything else, it needs investigating, and I’m surprised the local police haven’t been to see you already.”
“I suppose they’ll get to me eventually, when they’re through talking to the cutlers, sport shops and martial arts wallahs.” He passed the case of knives across the Drake. “I’ll dig out the recording for when the local plod turn up.”
 



Chapter Thirty
 
Sam knew Detective Superintendent Harry Jessop slightly, but Jessop, a fifty-two-year-old with an impressive and distinguished record, was at a loss to place her.
“I get the feeling that we’ve met, but I can’t place you.”
“You’re more likely to remember me as Samantha Vaughan.”
Realisation dawned on the large, moon face, and the heavy cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “Don Vaughan’s wife. The Bradford corruption case. Oh hell, I’m sorry, Sam.”
“No worries, Harry. When Don went down, I divorced him, and Hell will freeze over before I’ll take his surname again.”
“Of course. Of course.” Jessop turned his large, blue eyes on Drake. “And you, Mr Drake. I get the feeling again that I should know you.”
“I’m an accredited counsellor to the police. I work mainly to Iris Mullins’ instructions.”
Once again, the penny dropped. “Of course. You were a target for the Anagramist, weren’t you? He missed you, and hit your partner, Sergeant Rebecca Teale.” Jessop’s malleable features shifted to a mask of sorrow. “Please accept my sincere condolences, Mr Drake. It’s probably small consolation to you, but every man and woman in the police nationwide, suffers some of your pain. Not the same magnitude, granted, but when one of ours is killed, we all take it personally.”
“Thank you. However, this is not getting us any further forward.”
Jessop switched his attention back to Sam. “So, what can I do for you?”
Over the course of the next few minutes, she detailed information she had received at Utterridge’s, and showed him the relevant identification Brian Glendenning had shown when he bought a set of throwing knives.
“A gas bill with an address in Bradford.”
“Easy to fake for anyone who has even basic skills with a computer,” Drake added.
Sam augmented the assurance. “Utterridge assured us he has the man on CCTV. I managed to persuade him to give me a copy of the fake gas bill, but I have no jurisdiction in Leeds, I couldn’t demand the CCTV. But if you could get people over there, he’ll hand it over. Terry Lumsden and Charlie Adamson in Howley could use it.”
Jessop pursed his lips. “I’ll bet. Not making much progress, are they? Nor the MIT.”
“None,” Drake confirmed. “But that’s not their fault, Superintendent. This man is clever, careful. He may leave plenty of forensic evidence, but it leads nowhere. Six weeks now, since he first struck, and Howley have only the one suspect, and he’s well-hidden. This—” He gestured at the photocopied gas bill. “—might just be the first break they’ve had. I’m not saying he’s the man, but right now Howley don’t have anything else. They need that security footage.”
“No problem. We know Utterridge. We’ve had occasion to call at his place a time or two, usually when someone’s been nicking from him. I’ll get a couple of DC’s over there. Once we get the footage, I’ll email a copy to Terry Lumsden, then burn it onto CD and send it to Howley by courier. With a bit of luck, it’ll be there by five this afternoon. If not, it’ll be first thing in the morning.”
Sam stood up and shook hands. “That’s great, Harry. Thanks for your help.”
They stepped out of the police station into a bright, sunny but cold afternoon. Drake unlocked the car, opened the passenger door for Sam, and then settled behind the wheel.
“Back to Howley, I think.”
She agreed. “And now that you’re more talkative, we can have a little natter on the way.”
He let the handbrake off and pulled out of the police station car park, joining the throng of early afternoon traffic.
Once they were moving towards the western outlets of the city, Sam pressed him further. “Throwing knives?”
“Ask no questions, get no lies told.”
He drifted off the inner ring road, following the signs for the airport, and Skipton, and as they drove through the university quarter, the white clock tower of the Tomlinson building, one of the best-known landmarks in the city, ahead of them, she tried again.
“When you first came to see me, I told you to eff off. You ignored me. You persevered. What makes you think you can tell me to mind my own business and I’m going to?”
They crossed the open parkland of Woodhouse Moor, and ran into a brief hold-up where the dual carriageway funnelled down to a single lane in either direction. As the traffic picked up again, Drake eyed the parades of shops on both sides of the road as if he was seeking something. A quarter of a mile further on, he pulled into the kerb and killed the engine.
He nodded at a café. “Let’s get a cup of tea.”
Five minutes later, they sat at a corner table in the small cafeteria, close to a radiator helping to dispel the late February chill. Drake set tea and biscuits in front of them, and was about to launch into his explanation, when Sam held up a finger to silence him.
“You’re going to take him on, aren’t you?”
He tore open a pack of McVities Shortcakes biscuits, took one and passed the other two to Sam. “That’s the plan.”
“This isn’t Dodge City, Wes. It’s not a case of this town ain’t big enough for the two of us, and you’re not John Wayne.” She took a biscuit and nibbled on it. “How much experience do you have of throwing knives?”
“None.”
“Whereas he’s the son of a well-known stage performer. What price he’s been throwing them for years?”
“He only bought them before Christmas?”
“Which is three months’ more practice than you. I understand what you’re going through, but has this last two weeks robbed you of your intelligence?”
Immediately, she regretted having said it. She was simply giving vent to her feelings, and from her point of view, it was the truth, but in his bereaved state, still pining, grieving for Becky, he would not thank Sam for pointing it out. She prepared for a tirade of anger.
It never came. Drake was quite calm when he responded. “He kills every two weeks. His next attack will take place on the ninth of March. That’s how long I have to master the basic principles.”
Conversely Sam’s irritation was beginning to get the better of her. “You’ll be no match for him. While you’re farting around taking aim, his first knife will sink into your chest.”
Drake shook his head. “If either of us is not thinking, Sam, it’s you. I’ve been doing my research—”
“I’ve noticed.”
“When thrown, the knife travels at about twenty-five feet per second. At a range of, say, twenty feet, which is roughly the distance he threw the last time he went for me, I’ll have about point eight of a second to avoid the blade, and this time, I’ll be facing him. I think I can do it. But there’s more. This time, I’ll be throwing at him.”
Sam countered quickly. “And your knife could land by the handle not the blade. That’s if you even hit the target. And if he misses with his first knife, he’ll have a second ready.”
“All true, but irrelevant. My skill, or lack of it, will make no difference. Put yourself in his place; you’re throwing a knife at me, but there’s one coming at you. What are you gonna do?”
The logic was inescapable. “Duck.”
“Correct. How quickly do you think I can cover the twenty feet between us? And while you think about that, take into account my school days, when I could do the hundred in twelve seconds. I’m taller, fitter, stronger, and I suspect, faster now. Before he can take a second knife, I’ll be on him, and at close quarters, one-to-one, I’ll kill him.”
She shook her head, opened a second packet of biscuits, this one containing ginger nuts, took one and chewed on it. “If this goes wrong…”
Drake shrugged. “If it goes wrong, at least the police will know for sure who he is and where to find him, because I won’t go down without taking him halfway there.”
“That’s not what I meant, Wes. If this goes wrong, and you really do kill him, you’ll be looking at a murder charge.”
“But he’ll never terrorise anyone else.”
She dunked her biscuit. “It’s not gonna work, Wes. Think about this. He’s working to a plan. Has been from the start. You’re assuming he’ll abandon that plan to go for you again. It’s not gonna happen unless you can draw him out. So how do you propose to do that?”
“I’m not. You are.”
Shock ran through her. “Me?”
“Think about it. After last time, he’ll be very wary of coming for me again. But he threatened you, didn’t he? All right, so he didn’t name you, but you are the only person I was seeing in Leeds who could be described as a crazy bitch, although even if you were crazy bitch, I wouldn’t describe you as such.”
His thin attempt at humour lifted her spirits a little. “I’m not sure whether you’ve just complimented or insulted me.”
Drake reached across the table and took her hand, playing with her tiny, delicate fingers. “I haven’t said much over this last couple of weeks, Sam, but you have been a rock. Without you, I’d be much worse than I am, and you have my eternal gratitude. But I need to see this man stopped, and you are the only one who can help. You don’t have to do it, obviously. We would need to bring the Howley police in on the idea, and we’d need to take every possible precaution to ensure your safety, beginning with a stab vest. I know how to taunt him, I know how to bring him out, but I have to offer him a target, and it can’t be me.” He went on more urgently. “I’ve thought about this seven ways from Sunday, and if I could get him to take me on, then I would, but it won’t happen. If I goad him, challenge him, he’ll simply kill another innocent person, just to prove how easy I am to beat. But if we offer you, will he be able to resist?”
She took time answering. Drake’s actions, his gratitude, his confession that without her he would not have made the minimal progress that he had, moved her, and reinforced her realisation of two weeks previously on her reasons for becoming a police officer. She did not relish the prospect of becoming a target for the Anagramist, but she recognised the sense, the logic behind Drake’s rough plan, and at the same time she realised it was her duty.
“Have you worked everything out in detail?”
“No. But I do have this.”
He reached into his pocket, took out his smartphone, and called up the note pad. He opened it up, laid the phone on the table, and turned it towards her.
It was a three-line verse entirely in keeping with those the Anagramist had sent, those so familiar to Drake and the police.
 
Hugs Ava than a man
Harm bard doll riff
Tout chart
 
She raised querying eyebrows at him and he translated it.
“Samantha Vaughan, Bradford Hill Farm, cut throat.”
The translation sent a shudder through her. It was almost like an epitaph, a literal cause and location of death engraved on her tombstone. She picked up on a minor point.
“My name is Feyer.”
“Yes, but he doesn’t know that.”
The half answers were beginning to frustrate her further. “He didn’t write this, Wes. You did.”
“That’s true. But if the police put it out to the media as if they’ve received it from him, what will it do to him? Think about it, Sam. We know its fake, but the only other person in the world aware of that is him. I said if we don’t do something, another innocent person will die in two weeks. He’ll find interpreting that verse as easy as I crack his. Easier. It will annoy the hell out of him, it’ll drive him nuts, and he’ll feel compelled to go for you, if only to make the verse come true. The difference is, we’ll be ready for him.” Drake finished his tea, checked his watch and leaned back in his seat. “Time we were getting a move on. Naturally, you don’t have to do this. We should be able to find another volunteer from the Howley force.”
Sam was already beyond that stage. “No. You’re right. He threatened me, if only in passing, and in theory, he won’t be able to resist it. I can’t say I’m happy about it. I didn’t join the police to become a dead hero… heroine, but if this is what it takes to bring him down, then I’ll do it.”
Drake stood up. “In that case, let’s get moving. We need to sort out the details with Terry Lumsden.”
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Chapter Thirty-One
 
“… Forasmuch as it hath pleased Almighty God of his great mercy to take unto himself the soul of our sister, Rebecca, we therefore commit her body to the ground; earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust; in sure and certain hope of the Resurrection to eternal life …”
Becky’s ambivalent attitude to religion prompted her to insist upon a secular funeral, and Drake (whose beliefs tallied perfectly with hers) pressed for her wishes to be followed, but he was not her next of kin. Her parents, brother, and two sisters had insisted upon a Christian burial.
After her body was released, he had visited the funeral director’s chapel of rest, where she lay, the shroud covering her all the way up to the chin. Drake was no stranger to funeral parlours, nor to the sight of a body in a coffin. At the age of nine, he had kissed his mother’s forehead. He had seen his grandfather and grandmother lying in rest. But this was different. He had no idea whether the morticians or pathologists had stitched her head back onto the rest of her body, and he could not bring himself to do anything but look upon her and weep. It was almost as if the knowledge of her severed head meant she would not feel his touch or his kiss.
Sam was with him, holding his hand, silent in her support.
Still unable to bring himself to return to Moor Heights Lane, Drake arranged for the cortege to leave from his father’s house. He was in the first limousine with Becky’s parents, his father and other family members (along with Sam) in the cars behind. Two police motorcycle outriders led the hearse to Howley Paris Church, and at the rear of the cortege, there were two more police patrol cars and another brace of motorcycle outriders.
Drake sat in the front pews, within a few feet of Becky’s casket. Sam was alongside him as she had been since the day after Becky’s murder, and throughout the service, she held his hand tightly. Drake could only retain a hold on his emotions by switching off, and mentally running through Hamlet’s famous, to be or not to be, soliloquy, a short yet renowned piece of Shakespeare he had been compelled to learn by heart at school. That was a punishment, but he had never forgotten those lines, and during the service, it came as an adequate distraction.
Chief Superintendent Lumsden read the eulogy, and for his part, Drake was able to dismiss the platitudes. ‘A paradigm of the modern police officer’ Becky might have been, but did the chief superintendent really need to lay it on so thickly?
The police were present in numbers, all of them in best uniform, complete with white gloves, six of them acting as pallbearers. And if he disregarded the chief superintendent, he could not ignore the genuine tears of Becky’s colleagues, particularly those of Kirsty Pollack. During her career Becky had helped bring on many of those present, including Kirsty, and if his partner’s ambitions were more modest, she had cheered and encouraged those, like Kirsty, who rose through the ranks to positions above her.
His family, naturally, had turned out to pay their respects, but aside from his father, who had known Becky at least as well as his own sons and daughter, it was as much a demonstration of support for him as it was grief for Becky.
With the service over, the crowd at the graveside began to dissipate. First it was her police colleagues, then friends, and finally, one by one her family, until the only people left were Drake, her parents, Kirsty, and Sam. Eventually, even they moved on. He shook hands with her father, hugged her mother, gave Kirsty a hug, and then, suddenly, he and Sam were alone staring morosely into the hole in the ground, and he pined for her. On Drake’s instructions, the limousines collected family and took them to the wake. He and Sam would follow by taxi.
He knew she would never die. As long as he lived, she would live inside him. Her smiling face would always be there, her throaty laugh would echo in his head until the Grim Reaper came to call for him.
It had been a difficult week. Lumsden had come out initially against the plan, rough as it was, to taunt the Anagramist, but with patience and persistence, Drake and Sam had eventually persuaded him, and it helped that Adamson and Kirsty readily agreed with it. After half an hour, still with reservations, the chief superintendent gave the idea his blessing, but it was under strict understanding that Sam’s safety was paramount. She was issued with a stab vest, and Drake insisted that she wear it at all times. Under his repeated pressure, she capitulated, but refused to put it on for Becky’s funeral.
“He’s not crazy enough to have a go at me with crowds of people around me.”
Drake acquiesced, but at all other times, particularly when she was going out alone, he insisted that she wear the clumsy, cumbersome garment under her topcoat.
She was followed by plainclothes police officers everywhere she went. The men and women were volunteers, picked from the MIT officers, people who, according to the police way of thinking, the Anagramist was unlikely to recognise. Even when she visited the supermarket with Drake, those officers were never far away.
At Bradford Hill Farm during the days leading up to the funeral, the tension was so thick it was almost tangible. Drake retreated further and further into himself, and Sam, aware that Friday would see him at his worst, remained permanently vigilant against the possibility of a total breakdown.
But there never was any risk. True, he was moody, immersed in his grief, but he maintained iron self-control, using distraction techniques (such as Shakespeare’s famous lines) the effectiveness of which his years of experience had proved to him.
At his father’s home, notwithstanding the variable weather, he spent many hours of each day in the back garden throwing the recently purchased knives at his improvised target. Sam watched him on several occasions. At a distance of eight to ten feet, he was reasonably accurate, and able to land the knife in the wooden board four or five times out of six. Increasing the distance reduced the accuracy, and by Thursday afternoon, he was consistently working from twenty feet, at which distance, his skill improved only slightly. Most shots failed, and his average was no better than one or two from six.
In an effort to ease the pressure upon him, she brought the subject up at dinner on Thursday evening, and he was willing to explain.
“It’s muscle memory. When you get a successful shot, you have to train your muscles to remember exactly where and when to release the blade. But as I said when I bought the knives, it doesn’t matter. Confronted with the Anagramist, I’ll throw, he’ll duck. It’s a natural reaction when anyone throws anything at you, and it’ll give me enough time to get to him.”
If the week was stressful for him, it was just as bad for Sam. Night after night she slept in the room next to him, but the increasing pressure meant she spent many hours awake, staring at the walls or ceilings, as lost in her problems as she was in his. Time and time again, the vision of Don leaving the dock and bawling out his threat against her life came back to haunt her, but now it was compounded by a similar vision of the Anagramist sneaking silently up behind her and cutting her throat, the only major area of her body not protected by the stab vest.
There were other problems, too. She was alert for the sounds of Drake expiating his distress. On a number of occasions, she heard him softly crying to himself, and she longed to go to him, but she knew he would simply brush her off. There were many occasions when, as in the café on Tuesday, he readily expressed his gratitude for her support, but equally, there were times when he would say nothing, and she could feel the icy chill emanating from him, and it seemed to her that he did not want her anywhere near him.
She was also aware of stirrings in herself. Despite the best intentions, she was becoming attracted and attached to him. It would be ridiculous to describe her feelings as anything like love, but at those times when she actively considered the matter, she realised she was finding pleasure in being with him. It was as frustrating as it was useless. At some point in the future, he would emerge from his grief and probably seek out a new relationship, but that would be at least a year, possibly two or more in the future. In another month, she would be gone from his life, settling into her new calling on the coast. She, too, could possibly be seeking out a new relationship, but it was unlikely to be with Wes Drake, and no one, not even Drake himself, knew where his future would take him.
As they walked from the graveside and passed under the canopy of the lych gate where a taxi waited for them, her thoughts turned to the Anagramist.
Drake had received another message from him.
 
All right so should have been
Lace bee crate
Instead of dare crack bee
Still with her reed he saved
When it should have been yours 
 
Sam did not take long to interpret ‘lace bee crate’ as Rebecca Teale, and the message served no purpose other than to cast Drake deeper into his depression.
Utterridge’s information had turned out to be useless, as Drake insisted it would be. The name and address on the gas bill were fakes. There was no Ribbledale Street in Bradford, and although a check on the name Brian Glendenning revealed a number of hits, none of them fitted the grainy image taken from the security camera footage.
It led Adamson to conclude that the person they were seeking was, indeed, Bruno Wrigley, Maurice Glenn’s illegitimate son, and he had gone to some lengths to hide his real identity. The video footage showed a man whose height was estimated at five feet eight inches, but he’d demonstrated his awareness of Utterridge’s security arrangements by the simple expedient of wearing a baseball cap, the peak of which he kept pulled down to hide most of his face. He was wearing a heavy, quilted topcoat – quite logical for late December – but it had the effect of covering his physique, and when he handled the knives, it was apparent that he was wearing woolly gloves. He paid in cash, and he did not remove the gloves to count out the notes.
Without an accurate image of his face, his age was impossible to determine, and the police e-fit specialists did what they could, but with so little information to go on, the bland likeness they drew up was no better than the one they had created from his former employer’s information, and could have fitted thousands of men in Howley.
With over a hundred detectives now working on the case, most of them from Leeds, Bradford, and Wakefield, all attached to the MIT, the e-fit image had been touted round the town on house-to-house enquiries, and throughout the college, but it all came to nothing. He was still out there, he was still unknown, and nerves were highly strung as the date of his next anticipated attack drew near.
Arriving at the police social club, where Becky’s wake was to be held, Sam – not directly involved in the inquiry – felt the tension as keenly as any of her fellow officers. The Anagramist had struck at fortnightly intervals, and ten days remained before he was expected to strike again.
Drake had said in the run-up to the funeral that he disapproved of wakes. To him it was as if they were drinking Becky under. But it was a tradition, and one which neither her family nor the police were willing to disregard.
The room was crowded, people standing around in customary cliques, chatting amongst themselves, some like Kirsty Pollack and Jo Walsh, reminiscing over memories of Becky, others, uniformed and detectives, discussing the state of the investigation so far, and yet others, principally her family and his, talking in general terms, his father circulating, no doubt pontificating on the state of the economy and government plans to improve it. Drake buried himself in a corner, sipping on a glass of lemonade, and for the most part, Sam stayed with him.
At three o’clock, he could take no more, had a brief word with Lumsden, and another word with his father, and left.
Sam was ready to go with him, but he insisted she should stay. He needed some time alone. She acquiesced and joined Kirsty and Jo.
An hour later, a couple of brandies warming her inside, she, too, left. The party – if that was the correct description – had begun to wind down, Ted Drake was becoming vocal on the need to be away, and she begged a lift from him.
And they got back to the farm, Freddie reported that Drake had come home, made himself a cup of tea, and shut himself in his room. The manservant had made one visit to check that Drake was all right, received a surly response, and left him to his grief.
Sam joined Ted for a much-needed cup of coffee, and found the old man in a grim yet curiously sanguine mood, and the topic of conversation was, inevitably, his youngest son.
“He never really knew his mother. She was barely forty years of age when she died. Cancer, you know. He was nine years old, and Sheila was the most important person in his life. They are, aren’t they? Mothers? Especially for lads. He was too young to understand the concept of death, and it took a long time to realise that she hadn’t just deserted him.”
Sam recalled the tale Drake had told her on their first meeting, of some woman who had let him down badly, and his father’s admission brought it into perspective.
“He was about fifteen or sixteen when he finally rationalised it, and for some time afterwards he used to visit her grave regularly. But he was all right, Sam. He coped with it. And it is the same with Becky. More devastating to lose someone like that, but he will eventually get over it, and he’ll be all the stronger for it. If he’s giving you a bad time, he doesn’t mean it. He’s wrapped up in her and the way she’s just left him behind.” Ted took Sam’s hand. “Persevere with him, please. He might not admit it, but he needs someone like you. Someone who’s tough enough to put up with his moods, but gentle enough to understand.”
“It’s not a problem for the time being, Ted, but I have to be in Landshaven by the end of March, ready to take up my new job.”
Ted grinned broadly. “Best thing you can do, lass, is take him with you.”
It was tempting, and when she finally left Ted’s company, with night beginning to close in, she knocked lightly on Drake’s door, and without waiting for an answer, let herself in.
He was sleeping. Laid on his right side, facing the wall and the window, the steady rise and fall of his breathing lent him a calm appearance, as if he were at peace. But he had been crying. The white pillow slip was stained with his tears. Sam felt a rush of love and sympathy for him, so overwhelming, that her tears began to flow.
In amongst her emotional outpouring was a bombardment of self-recrimination. One man had let her down, and in a flood of self-pity, she had determined that society as a whole would pay for it. Yet Don Vaughan’s betrayal was nothing at the side of the suffering of others. One crazy, drugged-up idiot had sliced off of an officer’s arm, and torn that same man’s life apart. Sam’s response? A cynical disregard of her erstwhile colleague’s determination to return to work, dismissing his mental torment as a fool’s errand.
Another man, dedicated to wreaking his evil on the population of Howley, had taken Wes Drake’s life, and destroyed it. The Anagramist’s savagery had reduced Drake from the outgoing, laid-back and cheerful man who first entered her room in January, to a mental wreck, unable to focus upon anything but the decapitated remains of his partner.
Drake had made her realise that self-absorption served no purpose other than to prolong the torment of betrayal, and at the side of his suffering, hers was nothing.
And so she wept. Sitting on the edge of his bed, she buried her face in her hands, and screamed internally at herself.
Her sobs disturbed him. He turned towards her, and his arm came about her shoulders. She did not protest. She made no effort to pull away. He drew her down, hugged her closely, kissed her forehead, and she raised her head slightly, applied her lips to his.
Through her distress, she felt the passion rising, her breathing accelerated, her long-dormant libido came to life, and instantly she pulled away.
“I’m sorry, Wes. I was in danger of losing control.”
“It’s fine. Sometimes it’s good to lose control.” He hugged her again. “But it’s too early for me.”
She forced the smile. “Let me know when the time’s right.”
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Chapter Thirty-Two
 
“The Anagramist, to give him the name he chose for himself, has made a mistake.”
Chief Superintendent Lumsden’s announcement was accompanied by the stroboscopic flashes of multiple cameras.
He held up a single sheet of A4 paper. “It has always been the Anagramist’s policy to send us a useless message after he has committed his abominable crimes. However, working with his email supplier, we have uncovered this message, which we believe was scheduled for delivery to Wesley Drake sometime after tomorrow, the date upon which this evil man is expected to strike again. Copies of the message will be made available to you, and we’re working to translate the anagrams hidden in the text. Allow me to read it out to you.”
Lumsden held the sheet in front of him and read carefully. “Hugs Ava than a man. Harm bard doll riff. Tout chart.” He focused on his audience again. “At the moment it makes little sense, but we hope to have it cracked later today.”
Watching the scene on a portable TV set, the Anagramist was gripped by uncontrollable fury. There was no way they had secured the message from his email, for the simple reason that he did not write it.
The chief superintendent went on to give out the name Brian Glendenning, and it didn’t take long for the Anagramist to work out who had given them that information: Utterridge. As if to confirm it, the screen was suddenly filled with an image of him in Utterridge’s shop. The Anagramist was not troubled. It was so vague, his face so well-shielded that it could be almost anyone, and he had no near neighbours who could tip off the police.
How had they stumbled across the greasy little theatrical supplier? Then he remembered that the police had been calling upon knife suppliers all over Yorkshire. So what? They had a useless image and an address which was of even less use.
While Lumsden read out the text, the Anagramist scribbled it out rapidly on a sheet of paper, and when the chief superintendent was finished with his press conference, he turned his attention to it. Drake was not the only expert with anagrams.
 
Hugs Ava than a man
Harm bard doll riff
Tout chart
 
‘Tout chart’ was simple: ‘cut throat’. He guessed that the middle line, ‘harm Bard doll riff’ was the supposed location of his next victim. He took a little time thinking about it, working on the different words, until he eventually read, Bradford Hill Farm, and once he had that, he realised that the first line, ‘hugs Ava than a man’ referred to Samantha Vaughan.
As with all his victims and their families, he had kept a wary eye on Drake, and he knew that the Vaughan woman was staying at Drake’s father’s place.
There was something else. Comparing the photograph he had taken at Peace Garden with later ones, taken here in Howley, she appeared to have put on a little weight. For the moment, he wondered if Drake had been slipping one up her and left her pregnant, but logic soon rejected the idea. To his certain knowledge, Drake had visited her for the first time the day after Shana Kenny’s killing. Less than two months previously, and even if he had impregnated her, she wouldn’t be showing just yet.
It did not take him long to work out what was going on. Add the fake email to her apparent weight gain, and it meant that they were setting her up as a target. She was wearing a bullet-proof vest, or at the very least a stab vest, under her clothing.
It would be so easy for him to succumb to his virulent anger and go after her. But what was the point? He would simply walk into an army of police officers, and for all he knew, some of them could be armed.
It was Drake’s idea. He knew that. He was so incensed at losing his bitch of a partner, so torn apart by grief and anger, that he was looking for a confrontation, but the Anagramist had not come this far without careful planning. Much though he would relish the thought of confronting the arrogant bastard again, recklessness was not the answer.
His next target, Amanda Morris, Drake’s assistant, was due to die tomorrow, the ninth of March, and he had intended going after Vaughan and taking another shot at Drake over the coming month. Could he possibly change his plans? Give Drake a severe kick where it would hurt the most, take out Vaughan, and at the same time maybe take out Drake himself?
It was an interesting, theoretical exercise. Armed with the knowledge of her body armour, his knives were useless. How else could he take her? Where could he find and take her? How could he tempt Drake to come along?
It was practically certain that she was followed by fellow police officers everywhere she went. They would be on the alert, on the lookout for him. How could he deal with that threat? It would not be easy, but it would not be impossible.
Switching off the television, he set to work, plotting and planning his manoeuvres. He would need another pair of false plates, but fortunately he had several sets in the cellar. He already knew the registration number of Drake’s car, but he would need that of Sam’s Vaughan’s, and that would entail a risky drive past Bradford Hill Farm… Or maybe not so risky. Ted Drake, every bit as arrogant and cocksure as his youngest son, would not be likely to tolerate police presence around his house, and the cops would only pick up Vaughan as and when she left. A quick drive past, commit her registration to his near-eidetic memory, and he should get away with it. The police, probably parked on the road outside the farm, would spot him, but if he carried on driving, they would relax.
All he needed then, was to watch for her leaving the house alone, an easy enough proposition, tail her, wait until she was parked up, and she would be his.
But how would he take her? He was not fooled by Hollywood movies. Chloroform, even soaked into a large pad of cotton wool, was unreliable. Its effectiveness would depend upon the alertness of the victim, and even if it did work, it could take anything up to five or ten minutes to knock her out, and not the few seconds the moviemakers would like their audience to believe.
Rohypnol was equally unreliable. Roofies, to give them their street name, could take as long as half an hour to produce the required effect.
In the end, he decided that his hands, clenched to form a club, would be enough.
How would he deal with her escort? Some police officers were excellent at cloak and dagger, but for an observer paying close attention, they would stand out like the proverbial sore thumb, and his knife, whether aimed at them or their car tyres, would prevent them following.
Finally, how could he ensure that Drake would come for her alone?
In considering his enemy, it wasn’t as difficult as he imagined. Drake fancied himself as an old-fashioned hero, a veritable Richard Hannay or Allan Quatermain, a man prepared to take on the forces of evil in defence of the status quo, a man who played with a straight bat, a man endowed with the stalwart British values of decency, honesty, courage. Your country needs you, England expects every man to do his duty, God save the Queen.
That kind of jingo, jingo patriotism, was anathema to the Anagramist. It belonged to an earlier age, the age of Empire, the age of Britain’s domination, the age of Britain’s subjugation of native people across three quarters of the globe. And yet, people like Drake adhered to those disingenuous principles as if they were part and parcel of Moses’ Commandments. Given the right incentive, Drake would come and he would be alone, and he would meet with his maker before Samantha Vaughan.
Switching on his laptop, the Anagramist began to work on the message. It had to be word perfect. No anagrams… well, just one. It would spell out the precise terms en clair, and as he worked on it, he visualised the final confrontation. Drake would be dead or dying within seconds of entering the room, Vaughan would watch the Anagramist remove his head, and while he carried out the task, she would feel her terror rising in anticipation of the same fate befalling her.
The timing of the email was as important as the construction. He had to have her here, in this decrepit old house, before he could send it off. And when he did, just to make sure Drake got it, he would send a text message. Like every other chimpanzee in the so-called human race, Drake was sure to check his messages the moment they came in.
With darkness descending, he was satisfied with his plans, and climbed into his car for the drive past Bradford Hill Farm.
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Chapter Thirty-Three
 
If he was surprised by how easy it was to pick up and trail her, he was not fooled.
He was parked on Bradford Hill Close, opposite Back Field where he had left the body of Shana Kenny. A second drive up past the farm had revealed her car parked outside the double garage, and the police vehicle, an unmarked Ford, a hundred yards down the road towards Howley. No doubt they had clocked his Renault as it climbed the hill, but he was using different plates to the ones he had employed on his reconnaissance mission last night, and when he made his way back down, he was using yet another registration. Every Renault Clio which passed them would raise the alarm, but as long as it did not come back, they would forget it, and the same was true of his car.
The police Ford passed the end of Bradford Hill Close just after two o’clock in the afternoon, and she was fifty yards behind. He had anticipated her moving sometime during the day, and as he expected, she was alone. It was, he reasoned, part of the police plan to trap him. For them to leave ahead of her, they obviously knew where she was heading, which gave him a slight advantage. Another car passed just behind her, and the Anagramist slotted in behind it. As long as it was there, she would not see him but he could keep an eye on her.
The small convoy of vehicles followed the steep hill towards the town centre, but before they got there, the intervening vehicle turned off to the left. It was an irritation. When she checked her mirror, she would see a Renault Clio, and raise the alarm, but by the same token, he could not afford to lose her.
Luck was with him. There was no sign of a police escort, and on the outskirts of the town centre was a large supermarket, when she reached the traffic lights controlling access, she positioned herself in the right-hand lane, ready to turn into the car park. He guessed that her sentries were already parked up, waiting for her.
She had to wait for the filter, but the lights were still on green for him in the left-hand lane. He drove through and continued towards the town centre. That would, he hoped, make her relax.
When he reached the inner ring road, he looped round and back up Bradford Hill Road, turning left into the supermarket. As he cruised round, making it appear as if he was looking for a space, he saw her climb out of her car. She walked towards the building, and as she passed their Ford, one of her escorts climbed out of the passenger seat and sauntered in after her.
He drove past the unmarked police car, and noticed that the man behind the wheel was busy reading text messages on his mobile phone. Chimpanzee.
The Anagramist parked twenty yards further on, reversing his Renault into a space.
He left the car, and looked around. Another rainy Monday had persuaded most people to stay at home, and there were few shoppers in evidence. Wrapping his heavy coat about him, he slipped the knife from the ruler pocket of his black jeans into the right-hand coat pocket. This was the riskiest part of the operation.
When she came out of the shop, Sam Vaughan would walk past the police car, but she would not look in. That was the key to skilled surveillance. Never telegraph your secret sentry’s location or role to anyone. Instead she would cross the parking lane to her Vauxhall.
Coming alongside the Ford, he rapped on the window. The officer looked up, raised his eyebrows.
“I was wondering if you could help.”
The driver let the window down. “What do you want?”
With alarming speed, the Anagramist whipped the knife from his pocket, leaned in, and jammed the blade into the officer’s upper chest. The detective had no time to respond, and the Anagramist placed his hand over his mouth to prevent him crying out. In seconds his shirt was covered in blood, and his eyes closed as he drifted into death.
The Anagramist removed the knife, wiped the blade clean, and then pulled the officer’s coat closed over his abdomen to hide the blood. Finally, he pressed the man’s head forward onto the chest to make it appear as if he had nodded off to sleep.
Another surreptitious glance around reassured him that none of the few people milling around the car park had noticed anything untoward. He knelt down, removed the dust-cap from the front, offside wheel, pressed the point of his knife against the valve, and let out the air. When the tyre was sufficiently deflated, he jammed the blade into the tyre wall, and it gave way with a soft ‘phut’. He moved quickly to the near side, and repeated the exercise, and then he moved to the covered entrance of the supermarket, where he waited.
Sam Vaughan came out first, and made her way between the lines of cars, carefully avoiding passing anywhere near the unmarked Ford. The Anagramist followed, choosing another route through the parked vehicles to allay her suspicions. She reached her car, aimed the remote, dropped the keys in her right-hand pocket, and lifted the boot to drop her shopping in.
The Anagramist moved quickly again. He hurried to the car, and as he reached her, she half turned to look at him. His clenched fists clubbed her on the jaw, she began to crumple. He caught her under the armpits, rolled her into the boot, dug into her pockets to remove her car keys, and slammed the boot lid on her.
“Hey.”
He turned to find the second undercover officer bearing down on him. He took his stance, withdrew the knife, gripped it by the point, and waited. Thirty feet, twenty-five, twenty. He let fly the knife. His calculations were – as always – perfect. The knife sank into the detective’s chest, and he began to fold. His cries alerted people nearby. A woman screamed. A security guard rushed out of the supermarket and towards the scene. The Anagramist climbed behind the wheel of Sam’s car, fired the engine, reversed out of the parking slot and felt a bump as he ran over the prone officer. He jammed the transmission into ‘D’, hit the gas, and tore out of the car park.
The security guard would dial 999, but it would take time for the everyday filth to get to the supermarket. They would find the Renault eventually. Such matters did not concern him. There was nothing in the car, and since it was not registered in his name, they could never trace him through it.
Once out on the roads, he kept his speed down so as not to attract attention, skirted the town centre and made for home, revelling in his success. Two more dead cops – three when he dealt with Vaughan – Drake ready to be shuffled from his mortal coil, and a lesson for the Howley police. Don’t try to outmanoeuvre the Anagramist.
 



Chapter Thirty-Four
 
The first Drake knew of anything was a phone call from Kirsty Pollack, at four o’clock. Becky’s best friend was blunt and to the point. “He’s got, Sam.”
There was a brief debate, after which Drake jumped into his car and drove at breakneck speed down to the police station, only to be told by Sergeant Rickson that everyone, including Chief Superintendent Lumsden was out at the supermarket.
Racked by the joint stress of concern for Sam, and fury at the Anagramist’s daring, he drove out to the supermarket, and after a brief debate with the constable on sentry duty, stopping traffic entering the car park, he was granted access.
He was not allowed anywhere near the scene of the crime. The officer’s body on the tarmac was covered with a sheet, and the windows and windscreen of the Ford was similarly shrouded.
Kirsty was busy taking statements from staff and customers, Adamson was in conference with Lumsden and a tall, balding man who Drake guessed was the supermarket general manager.
Kirsty got to him first, and gave him a detailed account of what had taken place. His reaction was to vent his fury with a single expletive. “Fuck.”
Kirsty silently agreed, but when he joined them, Lumsden was unstinting in his criticism. “I said all along that I wasn’t happy with this idea. Now it’s cost us three more officers.”
Drake would not hear it. “He yielded to the temptation. We had the right idea. We should have had more bodies looking after her. I should have been with her.”
“You’d be dead.”
Drake responded logically to Kirsty’s objection. “But it would have given your people the chance to take him.”
He backed away, his frantic mind running through potential scenarios. Two officers dead, murdered in public in broad daylight. Sam… dead or captive? He decided it did not matter. Somewhere along the line, the original plan would still come together. The Anagramist would send him a message, challenging him to a one-to-one, and he knew which way he would jump.
But without Sam, what could the Anagramist use as temptation? Drake’s anger? His distress? His grief?
None of those options would drive him to a suicide mission, and with that realisation, he knew that Sam was alive.
He returned to join Lumsden, Adamson, and Kirsty, and told them of his conclusions. “She was our bait, and he took it. Now she’s his bait, and we’ll have no option but to bite.”
Adamson came on strong. “There’s been enough killing. If he’s gonna challenge you, he’ll have to let you know where he is. When he does, I insist that you call us.”
Drake’s lip curled. “And what will you do, Adamson? Take him on yourself?”
“No. We’ve called in an Armed Response Unit and they’re on standby. We’ll negotiate, and if that doesn’t work, we’ll send the fire boys in.”
“Do that and you’ll sign Sam Feyer’s death warrant.”
Lumsden stepped in to avoid the argument heating up. “Unfortunately, Wes, we don’t know she isn’t already dead. Chief Inspector Adamson is right. If and when he contacts you, call us.”
With no reasonable alternative, Drake agreed, climbed into his car, and drove back to Bradford Hill Farm.
They were wrong. He knew they were. She was still alive, and would remain so until he confronted the Anagramist. Letting himself into the house, he powered up his laptop, waited a minute for it to properly activate, and then opened his email package. Nothing. Plenty of emails from the college, messages from other sources, but nothing from the Anagramist. It would come. Sunset was a little after six o’clock, and once the dark descended, his nemesis would be in touch.
Four weeks had passed since the attack upon him, slightly over three weeks since Becky was murdered and Sam’s arrival in Howley. It was eight weeks to the day since he first met her, and in that time, she had progressed from a client to an acquaintance to a friend to a close friend. How much further would they go? On the day of Becky’s funeral, she had been ready to sleep with him, and he would be lying if he said he was not tempted. Only a rush of guilt, a sense of betrayal of everything he and Becky stood for had stopped him. But for that, even his professional ethics, the high standards to which he had always adhered, would not have prevented the inevitable between them.
He would be deceiving himself again if he said he did not find her attractive. She had a single-mindedness about her, the same degree of control and self-control which had been amongst Becky’s finer qualities. A woman who could not and would not be deterred. Drake admired such women. They could not be bullied, they could not be deflected from what had to be done. And with his admiration, respect for such women, he could no more leave her at the mercy of this maniac than he would leave Becky.
Contrast that with his promise to keep the police informed, and it presented a dangerous quandary. In his experience, the police were incapable of turning up en masse without lights and sirens, and the threat of an ARU only made matters worse. The Anagramist had consistently demonstrated total disregard for human life, and if he was threatened, he would have no hesitation in killing Sam first. No matter what assurances he had given the police, Drake could not allow that to happen.
He sat before the machine hour on hour, his mind wandering agonising, terrifying paths; Sam already dead, Sam suffering, Sam slowly bleeding to death, Sam waiting in abject terror for her demise, all the frightening routes Becky and the other victims had travelled.
She was nearby. He knew it. The Anagramist did not live far, but for all information the police had gathered on him, he might as well be on the moon.
With the clock reading ten past eight, the computer beeped once to indicate an incoming message. Drake knew before he even checked that it was from the Anagramist. He opened it and read the verse.
 
It’s simple enough, Drake.
I have Vaughan.
If you don’t show by midnight, she’s history.
Any sign of the cops, she’s history.
You and you alone.
You’ll find us at you can share.
 
Clear, concise text. Every line, every word correctly spelled, everything correctly punctuated. No trace of any anagrams except in the final three words. ‘You can share’ was his location.
There was no obvious reference to a thoroughfare; road, street, avenue, mount, close, gardens, terrace, lane; none of them could be extracted from those eleven letters, and Drake could think of no other name for a residential street that might come from them. Logically, then, the three words did not spell out a thoroughfare, but a precise location.
Armed with this information, in seconds he had removed the word ‘house’, which left him with the letters, Y-C-A-N-A-R, and within a few more seconds he had rearranged them to spell ‘Canary. Canary House. Where the hell was Canary House?
He went online, typed in the two words and added Howley, the result appeared in millionths of a second. A semi-derelict house on Harrogate Lane, less than two miles from Drake’s home. Of course! How many times had he passed it when he and Becky made for a Sunday afternoon in Harrogate? Hell, hadn’t he reminded Becky that they had considered buying it when they first got together. It had been empty for years, and there were the usual rumours that it was haunted. He did not believe in ghosts, but the Wrigglesworth family had been murdered there; Maurice Glenn had admitted it. They were Bruno Wrigley’s family, and yet the police had checked the place several times and found it empty. The Anagramist, once again demonstrating his skill at hiding himself.
Forcing calm upon himself, he began to gather his equipment. Mobile phone, car keys, two of the knives he had purchased; one to throw, the other to back up his threat.
He climbed into his car, and ran the engine. For a moment he hesitated. He had promised to send any communication to the police, but if he did, they would get there before him, and they would go in guns and lights blazing. Sam would be dead.
On the other hand…
He put together an email and sent it to Kirsty. It was an exact copy of the Anagramist’s message, to which he added the words; this came in at ten past eight. I’m on my way there now.
And with that, he slid the transmission into ‘D’, knocked the handbrake off, and drove away.
***
“Damn.”
Kirsty’s exclamation drew the attention of Adamson and Lumsden.
“That sly bastard.”
“What is it, Kirsty?” The chief superintendent asked, his face a mask of deep concern.
“Wes Drake. He’s sent us the Anagramist’s message, but he hasn’t translated it.”
Lumsden’s worried features shifted into full-blown anger. “I’ll have him for that. I gave him strict instructions to forward any message.”
“And he has done, sir,” Kirsty insisted. “But you didn’t tell him to crack the anagrams first. He’s on his way to wherever our man is, and if we don’t shift our backsides, Wes or the Anagramist, or both, could be dead.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Five
 
Sam had no idea how long she had been in the boot of her car, but it felt like a long time. It was pitch dark, and she was wearing only a dress watch, which had no inbuilt backlight. When she checked her pockets, her phone was gone, which led her to conclude that the Anagramist had opened the boot at least once since abducting her. Why hadn’t she remembered him doing so? 
She was cold, cramped, uncomfortable, and the pain in her jaw where he had hit her told her why she did not remember him searching her pockets.
Beneath her general discomfort was fear. The plan which she and Drake conceived and which the Howley police agreed to, had gone badly wrong. What happened to her two escorts? One of them had followed her into the supermarket, the other had stayed behind in the car, parked immediately behind her where he could see everything. Why hadn’t they come to her assistance?
The greater puzzle was why she was still alive. He may not have stabbed her in the back, but surely he would have cut her throat by now?
Realisation seeped through only slowly. He was waiting for Drake. He would not harm her until he had tempted Wes, brought him to the killing ground. The thought reminded her of Drake’s recent, rigorous training in knife-throwing. Was he good enough? She had no qualms about his courage, no doubts that he would show up, but had serious concerns about his ability to take on the Anagramist. Was he was sufficiently skilled to bring down this man who, to date, had demonstrated unerring accuracy with his weapons?
The boot opened, and he towered above her. He pressed the knife to her neck.
“I’m taking you inside. One shout, and I’ll cut your throat. Any attempt to run for it, and I’ll kill you. Do you understand?”
Her mouth was dry, and she had to swallow a thin layer of saliva to lubricate her vocal cords. “Yes.”
He grabbed her roughly by the arm, the point of his knife close to her neck, and dragged her from the cramped confines of the boot. As she stood on the uneven drive of his decrepit home, her knees wobbled and almost gave way.
“Careful,” he warned her. “Any silly move like that can end your life.”
She offered no resistance, and as he led her into the house, she glanced at her car. Covered with a tarpaulin, only the boot visible. Even as she noticed it, he gripped the sheet, and dragged it over the car, then returned to guiding her into the house, along a dingy, dimly lit hallway, and into the first room on the left.
It was some kind of study, but most of the furniture had been removed. Deliberate, she guessed. If – when – Wes came in there would be nothing between a shabby desk, upon which was a reading lamp and a coil of rope, two chairs by the window, and the door through which they had entered. No cover, nowhere to hide the from Anagramist’s flying knives.
He forced her to sit on one of the old dining chairs.
“I’m gonna tie you to the chair. Any heroics, and you’re dead meat. Clear?”
“I understand.”
He made an efficient job of it, wrapping the rope many times around her chest, pinning her arms to the side of the chair before tying it off. Then he bound her feet to the chair legs. Eventually, satisfied that she was completely immobilised, he took a case of knives from behind the desk, set it down and opened it, and finally sat facing her, his chubby face barely illuminated in the reading lamp’s low-wattage bulb.
“Well, this is nice, isn’t it Mrs Vaughan?”
Wondering why he had not silenced her with a gag, her lip curled and she winced at the pain from her jaw. “It’s Feyer. I haven’t been Vaughan since I sent that bastard to jail.”
He laughed. “You’ve got a lotta balls for a woman facing a serial killer.”
Now she sneered. “Oh dear. I’m sorry if I’m upsetting you. But hey, what do I have to lose? You’re obviously going to kill me.”
“Yup. But if you behave yourself, you’ll live long enough to see your boyfriend die first.” He cackled. “Did you seriously think I’d fall for such an obvious trick? Putting out a message I never sent?”
“You did fall for it, though, didn’t you? You came after me, and I’ll bet you’ve already sent Wes a message inviting him here.” Sam did not wait for an answer. “He’ll come. And when he gets here, it won’t be me or him dying. It’ll be you. You’ve underestimated him. He’s a damn sight more resourceful than you give him credit for.”
He faked a yawn. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. Heard it all before.”
Sam could think of nothing other than keeping him talking. “Tell me what it’s all about. Initially, we thought you just got off on killing, but it’s all to do with your father and Ted Drake, isn’t it?”
The Anagramist dug into his pocket and took out her phone. He checked the time and read half past eight.
“I reckon we’ve about twenty minutes before he shows up. It won’t take him long to crack the one anagram I put in the last message. So, yeah, I’ll tell you. For a start off, my name isn’t Brian Glenn or Brian Glendenning. It’s Bruno Wrigley, and yes, Grand Vizier Mauricio was my father. Trouble was, I was an accident after he raped my mother. I knew nothing about it, and right up to her death, Ma never told me anything. Then, just after he committed suicide, I received a letter… Well, it was addressed to my old queen. In it, he apologised for what he’d done. At the time, he was drinking heavily, and that was all down to Ted Drake. If old man Drake had turned professional with him, they would have been a roaring success, but Drake bottled out, and Maurice Glenn ended up as no better than a support act. He never had two pennies to rub together. If old man Drake had backed him up, he would have been wealthy, and the minute he died, I would have come into his fortune.”
“So that’s why you decided to bump off all these people? Because you’re broke?”
“But I’m not broke. I had a nice little house in Bradford, which I sold a while ago. When I found this place, which, if the filth did their homework properly, they would know belonged to my grandparents in the early seventies, when Glenn murdered them. As far as I’m concerned, the place is mine. As for the other victims, they were all carefully chosen. If I had been allowed to finish the job, their surnames would have read, Kenny, Fellows, Drake, Handley, Maurice, which could reasonably be translated to read, ‘canny fellows, Drake and Maurice’. Course, your man didn’t let me finish the job, did he? He should have been dead four weeks ago, and tonight, his assistant, the Morris woman, would have been dealt with. As it was, I had to snuff his girlfriend, and get her name deliberately wrong in the message I sent him.”
Sam shook her head sadly. “You’re a lunatic. You know that?”
“Aren’t we all once we get mad? I’m not mentally unsound, Mrs Vaughan. I’m just bloody furious that my birth-right was taken away from me by your boyfriend’s father.”
“For the record, he isn’t my boyfriend. I’ve just been supporting him since you murdered his partner. We haven’t even fucked.”
The sound of movement outside the room reached their ears. The doorknob rattled and the Anagramist grinned. “Doesn’t look like you’re ever going to do either. Shout to him.”
“So that’s why you didn’t gag me.”
He held the knife to her throat. “Shout him.”
With a sense of rising dread Sam realised that her life was over within the next few minutes. Not only hers. If Wes Drake stepped through the door, he too, would be dead. There was no avoiding her death, but there was still time to save him. She had never pretended to be a hero, but if she was to die, then let her death have some meaning.
She took a deep breath and glared defiance at the Anagramist. “Wes, get the hell out of here and send the guns in.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Six
 
The house stood in complete isolation, in much the same way as did Drake’s. With no close neighbours and no street lighting, it was in almost total darkness. Thick blinds were drawn across every window on the ground and upper floors, but through the front-facing pane of the stone bay was the tiniest chink of light.
An invitation to join the Anagramist. Without night-vision lenses, Wrigley (if that was his name) would not be able to see him, and Drake would be carrying a torch which would risk closing down those same night-vision lenses. Instead, his adversary had left a thin light, a guiding star to bring the quarry in and target him.
He checked the large car parked on the crumbling drive, lifted the sheet from the rear, and recognised Sam’s registration. On opening the boot he found a few bags of shopping from the supermarket, but no trace of her.
Approaching the house cautiously, it came as no surprise to find the front door slightly ajar. Another invitation; his ticket to enter the theatre of combat.
He pushed the door wide open. It made no sound. In a house this old, left in such a dilapidated condition, he might have expected the hinges to protest, but Wrigley had obviously taken care of such minor annoyances. He would have other ways of detecting Drake’s entry, and a creaking door would put Drake on full alert, never mind the Anagramist.
He switched on the torch facility of his smartphone, and as he stepped over the threshold, his breathing came fast, drawn in through pursed lips, expelled with a sibilant snort from flared nostrils. In the silence, his heartbeat pounded in his ears, and the blood surged through his veins. The fight or flight response was taking over, pouring adrenaline and feeding much-needed oxygen to his muscles, making him ready to tackle whatever waited for him in the room, or turn and run away.
On his right, a rickety staircase ran to the upper floors, and along the narrow hall, a single door set into the end of the staircase. A cellar, Drake guessed. At the far end, faint nightlight hinted at the kitchen, but between the front door and that entrance was one more room. On the left of the hall, the door was closed. Opening it would be the signal Wrigley was waiting for.
He crept stealthily along the hall, keeping to the right, hugging the panelling beneath the staircase. Underfoot the carpet felt threadbare, and throughout there was a pervasive air of damp and decay, a fusty odour assaulting his nostrils.
He stopped across the hall facing the closed door. He tried to imagine the scene inside, but he had never set foot in this place before. He had no idea of the furnishings, or the layout. Even so, logic dictated certain factors.
The doorknob was on the right, hinges on the left. The door would open in the direction of the front of the house. Three feet separated the door from the kitchen entrance, and Drake guessed that once inside, the party wall between the two would be recessed a couple of feet from the door. Wrigley could conceivably be waiting there, knife raised, ready to strike the moment Drake entered.
But he doubted it. Drake had demonstrated his readiness to fight, even with a knife in his shoulder, the night Wrigley attacked him. This time, he had no doubts, Wrigley would go for the kill, but it would be from a distance. That meant he would be on the opposite side of the room, close to the bay window.
He was an expert knife-thrower. He would not miss. When Drake stepped into the room, he would have less than a second, less than the time it took the deadly blade to cross the room, to avoid it.
He gauged the distance between the room door and the threshold of the open front door at about twenty feet. His researches had revealed that a knife travelled at slightly over twenty mph when thrown; thirty-three feet per second. He would have slightly under two-thirds of a second in which to avoid it.
Sam had reminded him that Wrigley would have more than one knife at his disposal. Suppose he had more than one in his hand? How quickly could he follow-up? Much faster than Drake could cross the room, for sure, but how good would Wrigley be against a target moving low down and dodging erratically? How far would he duck with Drake’s knife coming towards him?
There were too many imponderables, too many ifs, buts, and maybes for him to prejudge the outcome. He had no option but to take his life in his hands and confront this evil man. On the other side of the door was Sam, still, he was certain, alive but in terror of her life, and unless he went in, she would soon be dead.
He unlocked the smartphone, composed a text message which translated the single anagram in Wrigley’s final message, telling the police exactly where to find the killer. He sent it off to Kirsty, killed the phone’s torch, and dropped the instrument in his pocket. If he failed, if he and Sam were destined for eternity, at least the police would have their man.
He pulled in a deep breath to steady himself, took a pace across the hall, reached out with a shaking hand and took hold of the doorknob. 
He passed another moment to calm himself down, taking deep breaths; in through the mouth, count one, one thousand, two, one thousand, out through the nose, count one, one thousand, two, one thousand, three, one thousand, four, one thousand. He repeated the exercise twice more until the excess of oxygen began to make him feel lightheaded. He allowed his breathing to resume a normal rate. It was now or not at all. He felt a strong temptation to call Kirsty directly, let the police deal with the situation, but he knew them; they would turn up with sirens screaming, blue lights cutting through the night, before they could get into this room, Sam would be dead. It was up to him, and it had to be now or not at all.
Then came the sound of Sam’s voice. “Wes, get the hell out of here and send the guns in.”
Fresh determination overcame him. He turned the knob, thrust the door open, and without further hesitation stepped into the room.
The place was unfurnished aside from a large desk and a couple of wooden dining chairs in the bay of the window. Sam was bound hand and foot to a chair, but she was not gagged. How could she be when she had just shouted him? If he had the time to think about it, Drake would guess that she had been left free purely to call to him if he should have encountered difficulties finding her.
On the other chair were four, gleaming blades, picked out by the light of a tiny lantern on the desk, the same lamp which had signalled to Drake from outside the house. 
A fifth knife had been left in the body of Sam’s bodyguard, and the sixth was in Wrigley’s hand. He stood a few feet from Sam, his right arm raised with the knife held by its point, and Drake presented a square target to him. Wrigley unleashed his weapon, the knife whizzed through the air, aimed precisely at Drake’s chest. He half turned, and leaned back, narrowing the target area. Less than a tenth of a second later, the blade rocketed past him, and hit the wall to his right before dropping to the floor.
Just as quickly, Drake squared up and unleashed his knife.
Wrigley was turning, reaching to a chair to collect a second blade when he became aware of Drake’s weapon hurtling towards him. He sank to his knees, and scrabbled at the weapons on the chair. Drake’s knife flew over his head, and Wrigley was already standing up a second time.
Drake, fully aware that at the side of Wrigley, he was a learner, picked up the Anagramist’s first knife, turned and hurled it back. Wrigley was facing him, and drawing his arm back when Drake’s shot took him in the right shoulder. The blade embedded itself in Wrigley’s flesh, and the Anagramist screamed in agony. 
He dropped his second knife, and sank to his knees, his left hand clutching the hilt of the blade buried in his right shoulder. Drake rushed across the unfurnished room, and swept the back of his hand across Wrigley’s wailing, frightened features. The Anagramist fell on his back. Drake lashed out with his foot, crashing into Wrigley’s ribs. Once again, his enemy screamed. Drake delivered a second kick, and then reached across his opponent, picked up one of the remaining knives, and sank to his knees, straddling the terrified, defenceless Wrigley, and raised the blade.
Wrigley cried, begged, pleaded for mercy. All Drake could see was Becky’s head, staring obscenely from the mantelpiece above the stone fireplace.
“Wes. No.”
He barely heard Sam’s plea. The bloodlust blinded him. Looking down at the hapless, helpless Wrigley, the faces of his victims ran through his mind’s eye: Shana Kenny, Gary Fellows, Ophelia Handley, two police officers, and Rebecca Teale… especially Rebecca Teale. He could see the terror in their eyes as Wrigley’s blade came to their throats, he could feel the searing agony of the first knife embedded in their backs, he could see Becky’s head once again, left like some ghastly trophy, an exhibit in the Anagramist’s chamber of horrors. A police officer behind the wheel of his car, his abdomen torn open, his partner, a knife embedded in his chest, tyre marks on his back, a crushed and crumpled wreck on the tarmac of a supermarket car park. Becky’s coffin lowered into the ground, the torture of the knife sinking into his shoulder muscles, the gloating hiss of the Anagramist’s voice telling him how he would kill them all, including that crazy bitch Drake had been seeing.
One image morphed into another like a rapid series of surreal camera shots running over and over again at high speed, drifting, undulating, melding one into another, and amongst them, the greedy features of this evil man, revelling in the terror he unleashed upon those innocent souls.
And with the images came random sounds echoing around his head: the victims pleading for mercy, Becky crying for him to come and save her, Wrigley assuring each victim that there was no mercy, no saviour, that this was the end of their existence, that he was God, a vengeful God, a God only too ready to wield his power of life and death.
Now it’s your turn, you vicious little bastard. Now I have the power of life and death over you, and I am just as vengeful, just as unmerciful as you. Now you die, now you face eternity now you suffer the same dread as your victims. Eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for hand… life for lives.
“Wes… Wes, please listen to me. Don’t hurt him.”
Sam’s pleading began to penetrate the raging bloodlust. With the knife still poised over Wrigley, blade aimed at his black heart, Drake turned manic eyes on her. “He’s an animal.”
“I know. For God’s sake put the knife down, Wes, and call the police.”
“It’s all he deserves.”
“I know that too.” Sam’s voice softened. “But you don’t deserve the life sentence that goes with it.”
In that moment, the absolute sense of her words drilled into his consciousness, and most of his fury evaporated. He glared down at the terrified man beneath him, and summoning every ounce of his strength, he brought the knife down with a roar of anger and frustration. Wrigley screamed… and then turned frightened eyes to his left where Drake had driven the blade into the bare floorboards.
Drake stood up, and glowered down at his defeated enemy. “If you make one move, I’ll kick you to death. Nod your head if you understand.”
Wrigley frantically nodded, and Drake turned his attention to Sam. Using another of the spare blades, he cut away at the ropes binding her, and when she was free, he handed over his phone.
“Kirsty Pollack’s number is in the directory. She should be on the way here, but give her a call just to make sure. This place is listed as Canary House, and she should know where it is. If not, tell her it’s on Harrogate Lane. If she’s struggling, she can get a GPS track on my phone. And tell her we don’t need the firepower now.” He cast a contemptuous glance at Wrigley. “I’ll sit and watch him bleed to death.”
Sam shook her head. “No you won’t. We need medics to deal with him, but in the meantime, find something to stem the blood flow. We need him alive.”
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Chapter Thirty-Seven
 
The headlights of Drake’s car picked out Bradford Hill Farm as he swung into the drive, nosed up to the garage door, and cut the engine. In the passenger seat, Sam breathed a sigh of relief. It was over.
The time was coming up to midnight, the Anagramist had been taken to A & E to have his wounds repaired, and from there he would be moved to the dungeon, the subterranean holding cells of Howley police station. Tomorrow, he would face hours of interrogation, and inevitably – so Adamson assured them – he would be charged with multiple counts of murder and attempted murder.
In the aftermath of the evening’s events, neither Sam nor Drake had much time to dwell upon what had happened. Kirsty took statements from them, and Drake was candid about his intention to kill the Anagramist, and unstinting in his praise for Sam’s calm persuasion which stopped him. Forensic officers took mouth swabs and fingerprints for DNA elimination, and then they faced the wrath of Chief Superintendent Lumsden.
“You were ordered, Mr Drake, to forward any messages you received from him.”
Drake remained calm. He’d had plenty of time to rehearse his arguments. “I did. I received an email at ten past eight, I forwarded it to you a few minutes later.”
“You didn’t translate the anagram.”
“You never asked me to.”
Unknown to Drake, it was the same argument Kirsty had put to Lumsden, but it did nothing to assuage the chief superintendent’s anger. “You do realise you could face charges. Withholding evidence to begin with. Putting the life of a police officer – Ms Feyer – at risk.”
Drake would not hear it. “I told you on that supermarket car park that Sam was alive. You listened to Charlie Adamson instead of me. If I’d told you where to find him, she wouldn’t be sat here. She would be dead, and if you don’t believe me, read her statement. Glendenning, Wrigglesworth, Wrigley, whatever he wants to call himself, made it clear that when he killed me, she would be next. By withholding your so-called evidence, Lumsden, I saved her life.”
The chief superintendent appeared uncertain how to react, but Sam made her position clear.
“I knew the risk when I volunteered, and Wes is right. He saved my life. If you insist on charging him, sir, I will go public on the issue.”
Lumsden’s eyes popped. “That would be professional suicide; the end of your career.”
“You’re mistaking me for someone who gives a damn. Charge him, and I’ll let the world know.”
Lumsden had not reached a decision by the time they were allowed to leave, but Sam knew what would happen next and explained it during the drive back to Bradford Hill Farm.
“He’ll speak to Iris Mullins tomorrow, and you might get a boot up the backside from her, but she’s as paranoid as everyone else about bad publicity. You won’t hear any more of it, Wes.”
“To echo your sentiments, you’re mistaking me for someone who gives a toss.”
And now, it was over. They climbed out of the car, and as Drake let them into the house, and the day’s stress finally got to her. She removed her coat, joined Drake in the kitchen, and he placed a cup of much-needed coffee in front of her, and as she drank, she broke.
When Drake returned to the table, he found her sobbing uncontrollably. He drew up a chair alongside her, reached to her, took her in his arms and hugged her tightly, as if he never wanted to let go.
He remembered holding her in the grounds of Peace Garden. That had been a gesture of support. This time, it was more. Since the day after Becky’s death, she had been his constant companion, always at his side, ready to take his part, ready to challenge her senior colleagues on his behalf, whether he needed it or not, prepared to fight with him. Tonight, faced with imminent death, she disregarded her safety in an effort to warn him away, and in the final analysis, when he had been ready to commit murder, she had gently, softly persuaded him to back away. He knew many other police officers who would have turned a blind eye, Charlie Adamson and Kirsty Pollack, to name but two. Sam maintained her professionalism even though she, like them, would probably prefer to see the Anagramist permanently silenced. She was something special. A special police officer, a special woman, special to Drake.
As her cries began to subdue, she pulled back, and looked into his eyes. What he saw there was more than friendship, more than comradeship, more than two people thrown together by the insane actions of one man. She reached up with her lips, and he bent his head to meet her.
Soon, they were half naked on the kitchen floor, Sam responding eagerly, urgently to his powerful thrusts, until orgasm tore through her, followed soon after by his overpowering climax.
From there, they moved to his room, his bed, and allowed the mutual passions to take them where they wished to go, until, with the time coming up to two in the morning, locked in each other’s arms, they fell into blissful sleep…
Dawn broke, tempestuous clouds rushed across the sky, driven by fierce winds, bringing more rain with them.
Sam’s eyes flickered open, and her first reaction was to check the time on Drake’s bedside clock. A few minutes after nine a.m.
She was alone in his bed but she could hear the sound of him moving around the bathroom. Eventually, he emerged, a pair of shorts hugging his waist and thighs, the only thing between him and indecency.
One look at his face told her everything she needed to know about his state of mind. He was grim, disturbed, and she understood at once.
“Becky?”
He sat on the edge of the bed, leaned over and kissed her lightly on the lips. “I’m sorry, Sam. Last night, I… I just feel like it shouldn’t have happened.”
“It did, and I’m not complaining, but I think I understand. You feel guilty?”
He nodded. “It’s as if I’m betraying her. Christ, she’s been dead less than a month.”
Sam sat up and the duvet fell from her breasts. With an embarrassed smile, she lifted it up again. “Wes, as long as you remember her, keep her memory in your heart and mind, you will never betray her. Somewhere along the line, you’ll meet someone and settle down but Becky will always be there, and she will always have that tiny corner of you.” She sighed. “What happened last night was a reaction to yesterday.” Another blush came to her cheeks. “It was my first time since… well, since Don. It was good. It was brilliant, but essentially, it was a shag... well, two, really. I’m not placing any great significance on it. I don’t see it as the start of a great love affair, but given time, it could be the ignition key.”
He kissed her again and crossed the room to the wardrobe, from which he took a pair of jeans and a cable stitch jumper. Returning to the bed to begin dressing, he blatantly and deliberately changed the subject.
“When do you leave for Landshaven?”
Sam rolled from the bed, and with her back to him, pulled on her underwear. “Assuming Iris still wants me, I have to be over there by the beginning of April. I officially take up my post on the fifteenth, but I need to find somewhere to live. I’m too old, too independent to be crashing in a police house.”
She put on her bra, hooked it up, and then came around the bed to sit alongside him. She took his hand and played with the powerful fingers, recalling how they had driven her to wild heights the previous night.
“Why don’t you come with me?” She hurried on to modify her question. “I don’t mean as a couple. It would take time for us to get to know each other properly, so it’s not as if I’m talking of a relationship. I’m thinking of you. What is there for you in Howley now? A shed load of bad memories and one horrifying nightmare. You’re good at your job. You’re the best. You can still manage your police work from there, it won’t take you long to build up your client base, and you never know, Landshaven college might have a vacancy for a business motivation specialist.”
In response he gave a humorous grunt. “It’s not that simple, is it? I’ll be selling Moor Heights Lane. I couldn’t bear to live there again. So, yes, I need somewhere else to live. But I have responsibilities to Howley College. Three months’ notice for a start off. That takes me to the end of the academic year. You go there in under a month. How do you know that between now and me turning up, you won’t meet someone else? And the last thing you need when you’re starting out on a new relationship, is some pain in the butt friend from way back when.”
“All right. Promise me you’ll think about it.”
He pecked her on the cheek, and held his hand to his temple. “Scouts’ honour.”
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Chapter Thirty-Eight
 
Under the name of Bruno Wrigley, the Anagramist was charged with six counts of murder, two counts of attempted murder, and one charge of abduction. Despite his refusal to say anything (usually on the instructions of the duty solicitor) he was charged, and appeared before the local magistrates, where he was remanded in custody to await trial at a future date.
In an abrasive, one-sided telephone call, DCC Iris Mullins ordered Chief Superintendent Lumsden to drop all complaints against West Drake, and despite Drake’s refusal to deal with the media, he was nevertheless lauded as a hero.
The intervening three weeks had seen Drake and Sam relaxed and each other’s company. They spent occasional nights together, and Drake remained as philosophical about their intermittent indulgence as she was.
With his wounds fully healed, he returned to his duties at the college where he was once again given a hero’s welcome, much to his annoyance. On his first day back, he requested an interview with Quentin at which he gave the necessary three months’ notice. Despite the principal’s fierce rearguard argument, he refused to change his mind. At the end of the academic year, mid-July, he would cease to be an employee of Howley College.
Within a week of the confrontation with Wrigley, the estate agent’s boards went up outside 196 Moor Heights Lane. Drake had employed a local contractor to clean up the place, and after taking his personal items, he employed a removal company to get rid of the furniture, all of which he sold for a pittance. The estate agent was only too aware of Becky’s murder, but cautiously neglected to mention it to potential buyers, and as the month drew to its close, there had been several enquiries, and one firm bid, which Drake accepted right away.
The weather showed no sign of improvement when he carried Sam’s luggage out to her car. The skies were still leaden, rain persisted, and in common with most of the country, they were praying for summer to turn up.
At times during the intervening three weeks, Sam had repeated her request for him to join her in Landshaven, but even after he put in his resignation, he refused to commit himself and eventually, she gave up asking.
But he left her with a little hope. “You will see me again. I will make the trip to Landshaven occasionally, and I’ll let you know in advance, and I hope you’ll reserve a table for those visits at your favourite restaurant.”
She agreed, and with the clock reading ten a.m., she walked reluctantly from the threshold of Bradford Hill Farm, opened the door of her Vauxhall saloon, and turned to kiss him one last time.
“Goodbye, Wes.”
He returned the case. “Not goodbye. It’s too final.”
“What then?”
“Au revoir, auf wiedersehen, ciao, adios?” He sighed. “Why is it that other languages have these ways of saying bye for now which is so much better than ours?”
She chuckled. “The British stiff upper lip. The best we can offer is toodle-oo, pip-pip, cheerio, BFN.”
With a final kiss, she climbed into the car, and started the engine. She closed the door, slid the transmission in, knocked off the handbrake and with a wave, drove away.
And Drake could only stand and watch with a heavy heart.
 
THE END
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